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"Wh uf 


bad +- _ 


10 the Right Honourable 


PEREGRIN 


Lord Marquis of Carmarthen, &c. 


My Lorp,. 


ing equally a Stranger to your ur Lordſhip, and 
B. the whole Nobility of this Kingdom, ſome- 


thing of a natural Impulſe and aſpiring Mo- 
tion in my Inclinations,. has prompted me, tho I 
hazard a Preſumption, to declare my Reſpect: 
And be the Succeſs how it will, Lam vain of no- 
thing in this Piece, but the Choice of my Patron; 
L ſhall be ſo far thought a judicious „ whoſe 
principal Buſineſs is to deſign his Works an Of- 
fering to the greateſt Honour and Merit. | 

I cannot here, my Lord, ſtand accuſed of any 

Sort of Adulation, but to my ſelf, becauſe Com- 
plements due to Merit return upon the Giver, and 
the only Flattery is to my ſelf, whilſt I attempt- 
your Lordſhip's Praiſe. I dare: make no Eſſay on 
your Lordfhip's youthful Bravery and Courage, 
becauſe ſuch is always guarded with Modeſty, but 
ſhall venture to preſent you ſome Lines on this 


Subject, which the World will undoubtedly ap- 
ply to- your Lordffiip. 


. 2 the higheſt Gift, that ſcorns to bend 
To mean- Devices for a ſordid End, 


C ourage 


| eue 
By W257 2% Sul A raid d, triumphant, high, 


_ The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


an eee Spark from Heaven“; 
(bright Throne, 


Great in it ſelf, not Praiſes of the Crowd, (alone, 
Above all Vice, it floods not to be proud, 
C 2 the mighty. Attribute of Powers above, 


By which thoſe great in Mar, are great in Love. 


The Spring ef all brave Acts is ſeated here, 
Ai Falſoods draw their fordid Birth from Fear. 


The beſt and nobleſt Part of Mankind pay 
Homage to Royalty ; what Veneration then is due 
to thoſe Views and Endowments which even en- 
gag d the Reſpect of Royalty it ſelf, in the Perſon 
of one of the greateſt Emperors in the World, 
who choſe your 1 only as a Compa- 
nion, but a Conductor? 

He wanted the Fire of fiich a Briton to animate 


his cold Ruſſians, and wou'd therefore chuſe you 


his Leader in War, as in Travel: He knew the 
Fury of the Turꝶ cou'd be only ſtopt by an Engli/h 
N — as the Power of FPance was by an En- 


glih King. A Senſe of this-Greatneſs, _ 


might deter others, animates me to addreſs 


Lordfhip ; reſolv'd that my firft Muſe ſhou'd ke 


an high and daring Flight, I aſpir'd to your Lord- 


ſhip's ProteCtion for this Trifle, which I muſt own 
my ſelf now proud of, affording me this * 


8 of humbly declaring my ſelf, 
My Loxp, 
Vor Lordſhip? s aft devoted Servant, 


G. FarRqQuHaR, 


W N 


W7 
JP 
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PROLOGUE. 


24 H. ſpoken by Mr. Powell; a Servant 
attending with a Bottle of Wine. ** 


Ng 


: A $ fubborn Atheiſts, woke 45 [Zain to pray, 


Repent, tho) late, upon their dying Day ; 
So in their Pangs, moſt Authors rac d with Fears, 
Implore your Mercy in our fuppliant Pray rs. 


But our new Author has no Cauſe maintain'd, - 


Let him not loſe what be has never gain'd, 

Love and a Bottle are his peacgſul Arms; 

Ladies and Gallants, have not theſe ſome Charms 2 
For Lowe, all Mankind to the Fair muſt fue : © 
And, Sirs, the Bottle be preſents to you. 

Health to the Play, (drinks) en lt it fairly paſs, 
Sure none fat here that will refuſe their Glaſs ! 

O there's a damning Soldier let me think —— 
He hooks as he were ſaworn — to what? To drink. (drinks, 
Come on then; Foot to Foot be boldly ſet, 

And our young Author's new Commiſſion æuet. 

He and his Bottle here attend their Doom, 

From you the Poets Helicon muſt come; 

I he has any Foes, to make amends, 


He gives his Service (drinks) ſure you now are Friends: 


No Critick here will he provoke to fight, 

The Day be theirs, he only begs his Night. | | 
Pray pledge him now, ſecur'd from all Abuſe, 

Then name the Health you love, let none refuſe; £ 
But each Man's Miftreſs be the Poet's Muſe. 
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ACT 1 


8 0 E N E, — Held. 


Enter Roebuck” in a Riding Habit Solus, . the 
Pe, Jollwwing. Line. 


e been Crown 7-0 Feroically ſpoken, 
US faith, of a Fellow that has not one 
2 Farthing in his Pocket: If T have one 

85 e Penny ta buy a Halter withal in my 


tho I'm reduc'd' to a fair way of ob- 


taining one methadically very ſoon, if Robbery or 


Theft will purchaſe the Gallows. But inen IL. 
rob honourably, by turning Soldier ? 
8 Enter a Cripple begging 


Crip. One Farthing to the poor 25 Soldier for the 


Lord's fake. 
Roeb. Ha! 
a Man is entering into Sin, is no great Policy of 


the Devil, But how long did you bear Arms, 
Friend ? 


Crip. 


HU s far our Arms Jo evith Sata? | 


preſent Neceſſity, may I be hang d; 


a Glimpſe of Damnation juſt a as 
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Love and a Bottle. 
Crip. Five Years, an't age you, Sir. 
Roeb. And how 2 has that ee Crutch. 
born you? | 
"Crip. Fifteen, 'Sir. | 
' Roeb. Very pre wth Five Via: 2 | Soldier, and ff. 
teen a Beggar ?: This is Hell right ? An Age of 
Damnation, for a momentary Offence. Thy Con- 


dition, Fellow, is preferable to mine; the mercifut 


Bullet, more kind than thy ungrateful Country, bas 
given thee a Debenture in thy broken Leg, from. 
which thou canſt draw/ a more plentiful Maintgnance 
than IJ from all my Limbs in Perfection. Prithee, 
Friend, why would 't chou beg of me? Doſt think I 
am. Tr ich? 2 > 

Crip. No, Sir, a therelore I believe you Chari 
table. Your warm Fellows are as much above the- 
Senſe of our Miſery, that they can't pity us; and L 


| — always found it, by fad Experience, as needleſs 


of a rich Man, as a Clergy- man.] Our)greatcſt 
Tis ors, the brave Officers, are all disbanded, and 
maſt now turn Beggars like Rs and fo, Times; 


wery hard, Sir. 
"—_ What! Are the Soldiers more 8 chan 
the Clergy ? - k. a 38. 


Crip. Ay, Sir, a Captain will ſay Dam . Land 
give me Sixpence ; and a Parſon ſhall whine out. 
God bleſs me, and give me not à Farthing: Now: L 


think. the Officer's Bleſſing much the beſt. 


| Roeb. Are the Beau's never compaſſionate ny 

- Crip, The great full Wigs they wear ſtop their Fars 
ſo, cloſe, that they can't hear us; and if they frould, Y 
they never have any Farthings about em. 1 

Roeb. Then I am a Beau, Friend; therefore pray 
leave me. Begging from a generous Soul that has 
not to beſtow, is more tormenting than Robbery to 
a Miſer in his Abundance. Prithee, Friend, be thou: 
charitable for once; I beg only the Favour which rich 
Friends beſtow, a little Advice : I am as 5 poos as * 
* and am deſigning to turn 3 | 
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| Cp. No, no, Sir, See what an honourable Poſt I 
am forc'd to ſtand to; my Rags are Scare-crows ſuffi- 
cient to frighten any one from the Field; rather turn 
Bird of Prey at home. ' [Shewing his Crutch. 
'  Roeb.” Grammercy, old Devil; I find Hell has its 
Pimps of the poorer ſort, as well as of the wealthy. I 
fancy, Friend, thou haſt got a Cloven Foot inſtead of 
a broken Leg. Tis a hard Caſe that a Man muſt ne- 
ver expect to go nearer Heav'n than ſome ſteps of a 
Ladder. But 5 unavoidable; I have my Wants to 
lead, and the Devil to drive; and if I can't meet m 
Friend Lowewell (which I think impoſſible, being fo 
-great a Stranger in Town) Fortune thou haſt done thy 
work ; I proclaim open War againſt thee. 


Tl fab the next rich Darling that 7 "ſex ; ©" | 
And Ant Lim, be thus reveng d 0: on thee.” 


[Goes to the back part of the at as into . 
Walks, making ſome turns croſs the Stage in 
Diferder * while the next Heal. Exit Beggar. 


1 


Enter Lucinda and Pindreſs. © 


Luc. Oh! theſe Summer Mornings are ſo delicately 


fine, Pindreſi, it does me good to be abroad. 


Pin. Ay, Madam, theſe Summer Mornings are as 


pleaſant to young Folks, as the Winter Nights to mar- 
ry'd People, or as your Morning of Beauty to Mr. 
Las 

Luc. I'm violently atraid the Evening of my Beau- 
ty will fall to his ſhare very foon ; for I'm inclinable 
to marry him. I ſhall ſoon lie under an Eclipſe, Pin- 
dreſs. 

Nind. Then it muſt be full Moon with your Lady- 


ſhip. But why wou'd you chuſe to marry in Summer, 
Madam ? | 


Lr. I know no Cauſe, but that People are apteſt 
to run awe in hot Weather, unleſs you take a Woman's 


Reaſon. © 


Pin, 
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of What's that, Madam? 1 

Tuc. Why, I am weary of lying alone. beg 

Pin. Oh dear Madam! Lying alone is very dan- 
gerous ; z tis apt to breed ſtrange Dreams. 

Luc. I had the oddeſt Dream laſt Night of my 
Courtier that is to be, ire Maockmade. He ace 

crowded about with a Dancing - Maſter, Puſhing-Ma- 
ter, Muſick-Maſter, and all the Throng of Beau ma- 
kers ;. and methought he mimick d Foppery ſo auk- 
a that his Imitation was downright burleſquing 
9 out a laughing ſo berrtily, that I awaken d 
* | 

Pin. But Dreams go by Contraries, Madam. Have 
not you ſeen him yet? 

Luc. No; but my Uncle's Letter gives Account that 
he's newly come to Town from the Univerſity, where 
his Education could reach no farther than to gazzle fat 
Ale, ſmoke Tobacco, and chop Logick —Faugh 
it makes me ſick. _ 

Pin. But he's very rich, Madam; his "Concerns 
Jop to yours in the Country. 

Luc. Ay, but his Concerns ſhall never join to mine 
in the City: For ſince I have the Diſpoſal of my own 
Fortune, LowvewelPs the Man for my Money; 

Pin. Ay, and for my Money: for I've had above 
twenty Pieces from him fince his Courtſhip began. 
He's the prettieſt ſober Gentleman; I have ſo ſtrong 
an Opinion of his Modeſty, that I'm afraid, Madam, 

your firſt Child will be a Fool. 

Luc. Oh God forbid! I hape 2 Lawyer underſtands 
Buſineſs better than to beget any thing uon combo 
The Walks fill apace; the Enemy approaches, we muſt 
ſet out our falſe Colours. { Put on their Masks. 

Pin. We Masks are the pureſt Privateers ! Madam, 
how would you like to cruiſe about a little? 

Luc. Well enough, had we no Enemies but our Fops 
and Cits: But I. dread theſe bluſtring Men of War, 
the Officers, - who after a Broad-fide, of Damme's and 
Sinkme's, are for boarding all Masks they meet as law- 
Ful Prize. 


| Pin. 


hog ® 2 
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pin. In Truth, Madam, and the moſt of them are 
lawful Prize, for they generally have French Ware, un- 


der Hatches. 


Luc. Oh hideous ! O- my Conſcience, Girl, thoutrt 
quite ſpoi'd. An Actreſs upon the Stage would bluſh 
at ſuch Expreſſions. 

Pin. Ay, Madam, and your Lady ſhip wou'd ſeem 
to bluſh in the Box, when the Redneſs of your Face 

proceeded from nothing but the Conſtraint of holding 
* Laughter. Didn't you chide me for not putting 
a ſtronger Lace in your Stays, when you had broke one 
as ſtrong as a hempen Cord with containing a vioknt 


 Tihee at a ſmutty Jeſt in the laſt Play. 


Luc. Go, go, thou'rt a naughty Girl! that i imperti- 
nent Chat has diverted. us from our Bus'neſs. I'm afraid 
Loweavell has miſs'd us for Want of the Sign. But 
whom have we here? An odd Figure, ſome Gentle- 
man in Diſguiſe, I believe. 


Pin. Had he a finer Suit on, 1 1 ſhou'd LR} him 


in Diſguiſe; for I fancy his Friends have only known 


him — that this T'welve-month. _ 
Luc. His Mien and Air ſhew. him a Gentleman, and 
his Cloaths. demonſtrate,;him .a Wit. He may afford 


us ſome Sport. I * a Female e to talk to 


him. 


Pin. Hold, 17 be looks. as ike one of chats 
dangerous Men of War you juſt now mention'd as can 
be; you had beſt ſend out your Pinnace before, to diſ- 
cover the Enemy.. 


Luc. No, Pl} hale him my ſelf, {Moves towards him. 
What, Sir, dreaming ? 


| IL abs him Oth' Shoulder wwith ber Fan. 
R = Yes, Madam. {Sullenly. 
Luc. Of what? 
Noeb. Of the Devil, and now my Dream s out. 
Luc. What! Do you dream ſtanding? 
Koeb. Ves, faith, Lady, very —— when my sleep 8 


haunted by ſuch pretty Goblins as you. You are 2 


Sort of Dream I would fain be reading: I'm a very 
good Interpreter — Madam. 1 
uc. 
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pay, Are you then one of *the wiſe Men of the 
Wa No, Madam ; ; but one of the Fools of the 
a_ Pray, what Lap mean dy that ? 
"Roth. An Irifb-man, Madam, at your Service. 
"Luo. Oh horrible! an Triſoman a mere Wolf dog, 


Roch. Bert furpriz'd, Child ; the Wolf-Dog is as 
- well-natur'd an Animal as any of your Country Bull- 
Dogs, and a much more fawning Creature, Jet me tell 
"YC. * [D Lays hold on her. 
Luc. pray, pint Caſe; keep off your Paws; no 
| ſcraping Acquaintance for Heaven's Sale Tell us ſome 
News of your Country ; I have heard the ſtrangeſt 
Stories, — that the People wear Horns and Hoofs. 
EReoeb. Ves, faith, a great many wear Horns; but 
we had that among other laudable Faſhions, from 
"London. I think it came over with your Mode of 
wearing high Topknots ; for ever ſince, the Men and 
Wives bear their Heads exalted alike. en were 
both Faſhions that took wonderfully. 
Tuc. Then you have Ladies among you. 
Noeb. Yes, yes, we have Ladies, and Whores; Col- 
8 and Play-houſes; Churches, and Taverns; fine 
"Houſes, and Bawdy-houſes: In ſhort, every Thing 
be: you can boaſt of, ie T'ods, Poets, Toads and Ad- 
ers. = 
Tuc. But have you no Beaus at al P 
Noeb. Yes, they come over like Woodcocks, once 
A x Yor. | 
Lac. And have your Ladies: no o Springes to catch, em 
in? 
Roch. No, Madam, our own con affords us 
much better Wild-fow!. But they are generally ſtrip- 
of their Feathers by the Play-houſe and Taverns ; 
in both which they pretend to be Criticks ; and our 1g- 
norant Nation imagines a full Wig as infallible: a Foken 
ofa Wit as the Laurel. -=Fg 


1 
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Luc, Oh Lard ! and here *tis the certain Sign, of a 
Blockhead. But why no Poets in Tre/and, Sir ? 

Roeb. Faith, Madam, I know not, unleſs St. Pa- 
trick (ent them a packing with other venomous Crea- 
tures out of Ireland. Nothing, that carries a Sting in 
its Tongue can live there. But ſince Þ have deſcribed 
my Country, let me know a little of Eaglana, by a 
Sight of your Face. 

Luc. Come you to Particulars firſt. Pray, Sir, un- 
mask, by telling who you are; and then Tl unmask, 
and ſhew who I am. 

Roeb. You mult diſmiſs your Attendant then, Ma- 
dam ; for the aullngoiſhing Particular of me is a Se- 
ct., 
Pin. Sir, I can keep a Secret as well as my Miſtreſs; 
and the greater the Secrets are, I love 'em the better. 

Luc. .Can't they be whiſper'd, Sir ? 

Roeb. Oh yes, Madam, I can give you a Hint, by 
which you may underſtand * em — * 

I Pretends to whifder, and ki 275 ber. 

Luc. Sir, you're impudent. 

Razb. Nay, Madam, fince you're ſo good at mind- 
ing Folks, have with you. 


[Catches her faſt, carexing 25 2 
La: * Help ! help ! help ! 
Enter Loyewell. 


Lowe. Villain, un hand the Lady and defend 8 | 


ſelf. I Draæus. 
Roecb. What! Knight e in his Country ! Now 
has the Devil very opportunely ſent me a 'Throat to 
cut; pray Heaven his Pockets be well lin'd, 
[ Quits em, they go off. 
Have at thee — St. George for England. 


{They fight, after ſome Paſſes Roeb. farts 
My Friend Lovewell! back and pauſes. 


Lowe. My dear Roebuck ! 


Hing down their Swords and embrace. 
Shall I believe my Eyes? 


Aw You may believe your Ears ; tis I, e ged. 
F 


Lor. 
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Love. Why, thy being i in FR War is ſuch a Myſtery, 
that I muſt have the Evidence of more Senſes than one 
to confirm. me of its I ruth, - —— But pray unfold the 
Riddle. 

Roch. Why faith tis 2 Riddle. Von wonder at it 
before the Explanation, then wonder more at your ſelf 


for not gueſſing, it — What is the univerſal Cauſe af 
the continued Evils of Mankind? 


Love. The univerſal Cauſe of our continued Eviſs, i FO 
the Devil ſure. 


. Roeb. No, tis the Fleſh, Ned That very Wo- 


man that drove us all out of Paradi/e, has ſent me a 
packing out of Ireland. | 
Love How ſo? 5 


EKoeb. Only taſting the forbidden F ruit, that. Was 


"Tave. Is fimple Fornication become ſo great a Crime 
there, as to be puniſhable by no leſs than Baniſh- 
ment? 

EReoeb. I gad, mine was double Fornicat ion, Ned — 
The Jade was fo pregnant to bear Twins, the Frait 
grew in Cluſters; and my unconſcionable Father, be- 
-cauſe J was a Rogue in debauching her, wou'd make 
me a, Fool by wedding ber: But I would not marry a 


Whore, -and he wou'd not own a diſobedient Son, and 
ſo 


Love. But was the a Gentle woman: ? | 

Roeb. Pſhaw ! No, ſhe had no Fortune. Wo 7ore. 
indeed a Silk Mantua and High-head ; but theſe are 
grown as litttle Signs of Gengbty now a Ve, bas that 
41s of Chaſtity. 

Love. But what Negeſlity forc'd you, to leave the 
Kingdom: 

KFNoeb. I'II tell you To ſhun th' inſulting Apchority- 
of an incens d Father, the dull and often repeated Ad- 
vice of 1 impertinent Relations, the continual Clamours 
of a furious Woman, and the ſhrill- Bawling of an ill- 

natur'd Baſtard F. rom, nal Walch. 5 Lord Wie | 
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Love. And fo you left them to 2 Dadda 1— 
Ha, ha, ha, 5 
Roch.) Heav'n was pleasd to leſſen my Amidtion, * 


taking away the She-brat; but the rother, is, I hope, 


well, becauſe a brave Boy, whom I chriſten'd Edward, 
Ae thee, Loveavell; J made bold to make my Man 
fland for you, and your Siſter ſent her Maid to give her 
Name to my Daughter. 

Love. Now you talk of my Siſter, pray how does 
ſhe ? 

Reeb. Dear Lovewell, a very Miracle of Beauty and 
Goodneſs. — — But I dor? t like her. | | 
Love. Why? 

Roch. She's virtuous ; and I think Beauty and 
Virtue are as ill joined as Lewdneſs' and Uglineſs. 
Love. But I hope your Arguments could not make | 


ber a Proſelyte to this Profeſſion? 


Nocb. Faith T endeavour'd it ; but that plaguy Ho- 
nour -—— Damn it for a Whim—— Were it as honour- 
able for Women to be Whores, as Men to be Whore- 
maſters, we ſflou'd have Lewdneſs as great a Mark of 
Quality den che Ladies, as *tis now among the 
Lords. 


Love. What! 40 you hold no innate Principle of 
Vinue! in Women? 

Roeb. J hold an innate Principle of Love in them: 
Their Paſſions are as great as ours, their Reaſon wea- 
ker. We admire' them, and conſequently they mutt 
us. And T tell thee once more, That had Women no 
Safe-guard but your innate Principle of Virtue, honeſt 
George Roebuck wou d have lain with your Siſter, Nea, 
and ſhou'd enjoy a Counteſs before Night. 

Love. But methinles, George, "twas Not fair to tempt 
my Siſter. 
Roeb.. Methinles 'twas not fair of thy Sitter, Ned, to 
tempt me. As ſhe was thy Siſter, I had no Deſign 


upon her; but as ſhe's a pretty Woman, I could ſcarce- 


iy forbear her, were ſhe my own. 
Love. But, upon ſerious Reflection, cou'd not you 


have liv'd better at home by — thy Whore into 
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Now ou underſtand me. 


16 Love and à Bottle. 
thy Wife, than here by turning other Men's Wives in- 
to Whores? There are Merchants Ladies in London, 
and you muſt trade with them, for ought I ſee. - | 

Roch. Ay, but is the I rade «ph os ys Manuf 
gare encourag d, old Boy? e fi 

Love. Oh, wonderfuliy ee won many! ore 
People- live- byer. Tho' the Husbands are for engroſ. 
ung the Trade, the Wives are altogether for encou- 
raging Interlopers. But I hope v have brought 
ſome {mall Stock to ſet up with. 

Neeb. The Greatneſs of my: Wants, Ache wou'd 


1 me to diſcorer em, makes me bluſh to own 


em. ¶ Afur.] Why faith, Ned, I had a great Journey 
from 'Treland hither; and wou'd burthen _ ſelf 0 
ro more than juſt neceſſary Charges. 
Love. Oh, then you ede MIR, 
\ Reeb.. No faith. Exchange of Money ooo prog 
hither; is 10 unreaſonable high, - that i: — 
Le. What! | 42814. oe 
Nopeb. That Zoons, 1 have odd bus  Farhing— 


2 47 
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7 No faith, 1 vever de one that comes 
in in forma pauperis; I ha'n't ſtudy'd the Law fo long for 
Leite, — ut 1 9586 We a aa rope fon 


| Supply ? 


Roeb. Pll tell von. When. ycu appear dd, I was "uſt 
thanking my Stars fer ſending me la Throat to cut, and 
conlegvently a Purſe. But my Knowledge of you pre- 
vented me of that Way, and thereſore I think you're 
oblig'd in Return to aſſiſt me by ſcme better Means. 
You were once an honeſt Fellow ; but ſo long dh in 
the Inns may alter a Man ſtrangely, as you fay.. 

Love. No, dear Roebuck, I'm ſtill a F nend to thy 
Virtues, - and eſteem thy Follies as Foils only to {et 
them off. I did but rally you; and to convince you, 

here are Home PieceadShar of what I have about me. 

Fake them as Farneſt of my farther Supply; you 


50 In my Eſtateè is ſufficient to maintain us both; if yop 
Will either reſtrain your eee or 1 eech 
my Necellpeito,. bh wo | 45 


N Roth. 


Love and a Berl: 1 7 


oss: Thy Profeſſion of Kindneſs is ſo great, that I 

600 almoſt ſufpect it of Deſign. But come, Friend, 
} am heartily tird with the Fatigue of my Journey, be- 
ſides a violent Fit of Sickneſs, which detain'd me a 
Month at Coventry, to the exhauſting of my Health 
and Money. Let me only recruit by a Reliſh of the 
Town in Lowe and a Borie, and then On Hea- 


bens! and Eartn! 


As they are going off Rick: Harti back fee 4, 

Loe. What' Me] matter, Man „ 5 

« Roeb.” Why, Death and the Devil! or, what's 
. a Woman and a Child — Oons don't you ſee 
Mrs. Trudge with my Baſtard in her Arms croſſing the 
Field towards us? —- Oh the indelafgable. Who, 4 to 
follow me all the Way to Londa 18.0% 

Love. Mrs. Trudge/ my old Acquainrance 1 55 0 

"Rath: Ay, ay, the very ſame; your old Acquain- 
tance; and for ought I know, you might. SAVE clubb d 
about getting the Brats. 

- Lowe: Tis but reaſonable then I ſhoy a: pay. Share 
of the Reckoning. T'l! help to provide for her; in thę 
mean Time you had beſt retire. Byucßß, conduct 
this Gentleman to my Lodgings, and run from thence 
to Widow Bulfoich's, and provide a Lodging with her, 
for a Friend of mine. ———— Fly, and come back 
preſently, = Exit Roeb. and Bruſh. So; my 
Friend comes to Town like the Great 7 to the 
Field, attended by his Congapines and Children; and 


a 1 theſe ate but Part cf is Retiiuc —— But 


hold ſhan't be able to ſuſtain the Shock of this 
Woman's Fury. I'll withdraw till ſhe has e f 
her firſt Volley, then furprize her. „ 
Enter Trudge, with a. Child crying. ns | 
Hush, buſh, huſh -——And indeed it was a young 
N — And what wou'd it ſay ? It fays that 
Daddy is arfalſe Mana, a cruel Man, an ungrateful 
Man. In troth ſo he is, my dear, Chiid, —— . 


What ſhall I do wich it, poor Creature ——— Hufſty 


huſh) huſh . Was ever poor Woman in ſuch a la- 
Condition? Immediately after the Tains of 
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13 Love aud a. Bottle. 


one. Travail, to undergo the Fatigues of another 
But I'm ſure, he can never do well; for tho I can't 
find him, my Curſes, and the Nile of this Babe, 
will certainly reach him. 

. Love. _ Methinks, I. ſhou'd- 2 that 1 
[Meving: forward}. What | Mrs. Trudge / and in Lex - 
aon] Wheſe brave Boy haſt thou got hs E: van 

Trad. Oh Lord“ Mr. Lovexce// ! I'm very. glad to 


ſe you-—and yet ä 1 feb you. But in- 


deed he promis d to marry J and you 
know, Mr, Lovewell, that Ge ho » felt ne Man, 
and has ſo many Ways of infinuating, that the Frailey. 
of Woman's Nature could not reſiſt him. 

Love. What's all this? A handſome Man! ! Ways 


of inſinuating! Frailty Roma] don't un- 


derſtand theſe ambiguous Terms. | 

| Trud.. Ah, Mr. Lowewell ! Pm 8 
Mr. Roebuck, and I'm ſure twould be the Gr Thing 
he would tell you. 1 refer to you, Mr. Laueavell, if 
he is not an ungrateſul Man, to deal ſo 3 
with any Woman that had us'd him ſo civilly. 


kinder to him than I wou'd have been to my own or. 


Brother. | 
Lowe. O then I find Kiſſing goes by Favour, Mr. 
Trudge. 111 
Trud. Faith you re all alike, you Men are. —— 
Poor Child! he's as like his own Dadda, as if he 
were ſpit out of his Mouth. See, Mr. Loweavell, if 
he has not Mr. Rochuc#s Noſe to a Hair ; and you 
know he has a very good Noſe; and the little Piglny 


his Mamma's Mouth. — Oh the little Lips! and tis 


the beſt natur d little Dear [Smuggles and hiffes 1. 
— And wou'd it ask its Godfather's Blefling ? — 
Indeed, Mr. Lovenell, I believe whe Child knows 
ow IR 3: i 
Bana Ha, ; hacka 1 Well, Lwill give imy Blefling. 
[Gies it Gold. 


de rer IF be gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and 


Dindreſs, who ſecing them land, abſcond. 
CF Madam, III firſt ſettle y you in a Lodging, ot 


Man. 


Love and à Bottle. T9 


Drs Rog: whe: falſe Ian, as you veal him 


[Exit Love. 
3 einde abit Pindrek cone ford, rt tata 
Duc. The falſe Man is found already. — Was 


there ever ſuch à lucky Diſcovery ?.: My Care 
fot his Preſervation brought me back, and now behold 
how my Kindneſs'1s''return'd ! ——=Pheir-'P — 
was a downright Trick to frighten me from the 


thereby to afford him an Opporcuniey of enteraining 
bis Whore and Brat. 


Pin. Your Conjecture, Madam, bahn a Colour: 


| for looking back, I could Seay 'em talk very fa- 


miliarly ; ſo that they cou'd not be Strangers as their 
Pos Quarrel would intimate. 
Tuc. Tis all true, as he is falle. — flight- 
ed! deſpis d my honourable Love truck'd for a 


"Whore ! Oh Villain! Epitome of the Sex — gut 
Fil be reveng d. Pllmarry the firſt Man that asks me 
the Queſtion; nay, thoagh he be a disbanded Soldier, 
or a poor Poet, or à ſenſeleſs” e cho 
impotent. PH marry him Tic | 


Pin. Ob, Madai1chaws to hen — * on' your 
ſelf. 

Luc. I care 50 Fool! 1 abi puniſiment for 
my Credulity, as much as he for his Falſhood 
And you deſerve it too, Minx; your Perſuaſions 
drew me to — N Hos 8 2 never n the alle. 


hn Thais Alte, Wu fü . 4 Hl. 
Tuc. But you thought to get another Piece of Gold. 


we all have him ing you Money on the - farms 
n be was "oy n to bis Whore juſt now.” / 


[Walks about in ragen. 
1 Ol! Rowe R Of 
. So muck for Friendſhip — now ! my "Love; 
U han't tranſgreſſed much en there ſnhe is. 
my Angel! [Kans to her. 
Tee. Oh thou Devil! [Starts back. 
Tou 3 nnn me, | Madam. 
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20 Lobe und 4 Bottle. 
: You're damn d already 5 ; youre a Man. 
TExit, puſhing Vindres 


Love You' Te a wean Fit be ſworn. = Hey 
fn | what giddy Female Planet rules now! By the 
Lord, theſe Women are like their Maidenheads, no 
omen ſound than loſt. Here; Bruſp, run after Pi- 
dreſt, and know the Occaſion of this. [Bruſh run 1 
Stay, come back. Zoons, I'm a Fool. 


Bruſb. That's e Art wiſe Word you have ſpoken | 


theſe two Months. 
4227. Trouble me wich your untimely Jeſt, Sirrah, 
and Pi ——— 
. Bru. Your atom, firs ; I'm i in down- right Far- 
neſt. Tis a leſs Slavery to be Apprentice to a famous 
Clap Surgeon,” than to à Lover. He falls out with me, 
becauſe he can't fall i in TE mer Miſtiels. i” 10 can n bear 
ü 3 0 80 

Loe. Sirrah, ee are you e * 


: Bruſh. A ſhort Prayer before I depart, S. I have 


been theſe three Years youn Servant, BW now, Sir, I'm 


your humble Servant. [Boks a going. 


Love. Hold, you-ſhaw't te er MET 
Braſh. Sir, you demeter.“ N Wen . 25 
Love. Why ſo | Ba zin Bs 
Bras. Becauſe — —¹ not der own Maſter; yet 


one would think you might, for you have loſt your 
Miſtreſs. Oons ! Sir, let her go, and a fair Riddanee. 


Who throws away a Tefter and a Miſtreſs,” loſes Six- 


penee. That little pimping Cupid is à blind Gunner. 


Had he ſhot as many Darts as I have carty*d Pille. 


Deux, he wou'd have laid her kicking with her Heels 


up cer now. In ſhort, Sir; my Patience is worn to the 
Stumps with attending; my Shoes and Stocltings are 
upon their laſt Legs with trudging between you. 1 


have ſweat out all my Moiſture of my Hand with palm 


ing your .clammy Leiters upon her. Ihave. — 


Love. Hold, Sir, your Frouble is bow at an End, : 
for I defign to marry her. 524 336 2 eee e 


— 


5 


Bab. And have you. coured her theſe three Years 


for nothing but a Wife 


Love aud a Lottie. 1 


Love. Do you think, Raſca!, I wou'd have taken ſs - 
much Pains to make her a Mis! ? 
Bruſh, No, Sir, the tenth Part on't wou'd 8 done. 
—— But if you are reſol vd to marry, God b 2 
Love. What's the Matter now, Sirrah ? 
Bruſb. Why, the Matter will be, that I at then 


y SE Þ Kc 


pimp for her — Hark ye, Sir, what have you been 
doing all this While, but teaching her the Way tocuck- 


old ye ? —— Take care, Sir look before you leap. 
You have a tickliſn Point to manage. Can 
you tell, Sir, what's her Quarrel to you now? a 

Love. I can't imagine. I don t e that ever 
F offended. her. *--* 

Bruſh. That's it, dire She zaſtbeds to. put your 
Eaſineſs to the Teſt now, that ſhe. may with more Se- 
curity rely upon't hereafter, —— Always ſuſpect thoſe 
Women of Deſigns that are for ſearching into the Hu- 
mours of their Courtiers ; for a pertnably: intend to 
try them. when they*re marry'd. - | 

Love. How cam'ſt thou ſuch an Engineer 55 3 

Bruſb. J have ſprung ſome Mines in my Time, Sir; 
and fince I have trudg'd fo long about your amorous 
Meſſages, I have more [Intrigue in the Sole of my Feet, 
than ſome Block heads in their whole | 

Love. Sirrah, have you. ever diſcover d any Beha- 
viour in this Lady, to occaſion this ſulpicious Dis- 
courſe? 

Bruſb. Sir, has this Lady ever eee any Be- 
haviour of yours to occaſion this ſuſpicious Quarrel ?. 


I believe the Lady has as much of the innate Princi- 


ple of Virtue (as the Gentleman ſaid) as any Wo- 
man. . But that Baggage, her Attendant, - is about ra- 
viſhing her Lady's Page every Hour. *Tis an old: 
Saying, Like Maſter,. like Man; why. not as well, like 
Miftreſs, like Maid? 

Love. Since thou art for trying, Ha bam 
with you, Madam. Lucinda. Beſides, ſo fair an Op- 
portunity offers, that Fate ſeem'd to deſign it.. 
Hare you left. Weer. at my i 


22 Love and a" Bottle: 
" Bruſh.” Ves, Sit, and ſent a Porter wy bis Inn to 
bring his Things chither. 
Tode. That's right. Lose, Ale other Diſzaſes, 
muſt ſometimes have a def rate Cure. "The School of 
Venus impoſes the ſtrict 85 iſcipline : And awful Copid 
isa chaſtning God: He whips 8 —ͤ ä — 


" Brofb. Not if we kiß the Rod. Eee, 
De Prd of the ff An. IP 
E E 
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s 0 E N E, Lovewel 5 Lodging 8. 
Rau, Lovewell Roebuck as «47 e 


Deve. My y Cimllejce; the” fawning! Creature 
loves you: * 

OY Ay, the conflant FeAs of key a 
Wen are, that ſhe/infallibly loves the Man for do- 
ing the Buſineſs, and he certainly hates her. But 
what Company is the like to have at; this ſame Wi 


dow” 8, Bruſh? 
 PBryſb. Oh the” beſt of Company, er a Poer lives 
there, Sir. 
Neeb. They're the word Company, for theyre ill 
ratur'd. | 


Br. Ah, Sir, bot it does no Body any ae ie 
oo Fellows that get Bread by their Wie, are always 
bored to eat their Words: They muſt be good - na- 
hed ipight of their Teeth, Sir. "Tis ſaid he pays 75 
his Lodgin ging by cracking ſome ſmutty Jeſts wit"hhis- 
Landlady over' night; for ſhe's very well pleas'd with 
his Natural Parts. bil Roeb. one” Bruſti talk, Love- 
well erm, to proje s bf binſel. | 
_ Roch What other Lodgers are Fong ö 


F We OR 


Zeven aud a Bottle. 23 
Biußs. One newly -enter'd, a * Young Squire, \ Joſt 


come from the Univerſity. | 

Rob.” A mere Peripatetick, I warrant . —— 
A very pretty Family; a Heathen Philoſopher, an 
Engliſh Poet, and an 1ri/þ Where." Had the Landlady 
but an Highland Piper to join with ? 'em, ſhe might 
ſet up for a Collection of Monſters. Any body 
within? | [Slaps Lovewell on the Shoulder. 

Love. Ves, you are my Friend. All my Thoughts 
were employ'd about you. * In ſhort, I have one Re- 
queſt to make, That you would renounce your Jooſe 
wild Courſes; and lead a ſober Life, as I do. of — 

Roeb. That I will, if you'll grant me a Boon. 

Love. You ſhall have it, be't. what it will. 

Roeb. That you wou'd' Telinquiſh your preciſe ſober 
Behaviour, and live like a CI as I do. 

Love. That JI can't grant. 

Roeb. Then we're off: Tho! ſhow'd' your Women 
prove no better than your Wine, my Debaucheries 
will fall of themſelves, for want of Temptation. 

Love. Our Women are worſe. than our Wine: our 
Claret has but little of the French in't, but our Wen⸗ 
ches have the Devil and all: They are both adulte- 
rated; to prevent the Inconveniences of which, III 
provide you an honourable Miſtreſs. ; 

'  Roeb. An honourable Miſtreſs ; what's that? 

Tove. A virtuous Lady, whom you mult love and 


court; the ſureſt Method of reclaiming yu. 


As thus : —— Thoſe ä ieces 700 throw . 
away in Wine, may be laid out- 7 Wa 
oeb. To the poor? | 

Love. No, no: In Sweet-Powder, Chenin Garters, 
Suuff boxes, Ribbons, Coach-hire, and Chair-hire. 
Thoſe, idle Hours which you miſpend with lewd. o 
phiſticated Wenches, muſt be. dedicated. ET 

Noeb. To the Church? 

Love. No; to the innocent and charming Converſa-" 
tion. of your virtuous Miſtreſs ; by which means, the 
two moſt exorbitant r ann and 
Whoreing,, will be retrench'd: 1 4 

F552 Kuh 
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Lom and a Bottle. 


gs A very fine Retrenchment truly ! I muſt f18 
e the honeſt jolly Converſation at the Tavern, 
2 the foppiſh, affected, dull, inſipid Entertainment 
at the Chocolate houſe; muſt quit my Freedom with 
ingenious Company, to harneſs my ſelf to Foppery 
among the Fluttering crowd of Cupid's Livery- boys. 
pe ſecond Article is, That I muſt reſign the 
Company of lewd Women for that of my innocent 
Miſtreſs; that is, I muſt change my eaſy natural Sin of 
Wenching, to that conftrain'd Debauchery of Lying 
and Swearing. The many Lies and Oaths that I 
made to thy Siſter, will go nearer to damn me, than 
if Thad enjoy'd her a hundred times over.. 

Love. Oh Roebuck ! your Reaſon will maintain the 
e when you're in Love. 

Roeb. That is, when I have loſt my Reaſon; Come, 
come, a Wench, a Wench, a ſoft, white, eaſy, con- 
ſenting Creature 1 Prithee, Ned, leave Muſti- 
neſs, and ſhew me ths Varieties of the Town. 

Love. A Wench is the leaſt Variety TI ook out 
a -— SEC. what a numerous Train trip along the 
= there. ; [Pointing outwards. 

.iReeb. Oh Fenus r all theſe. ſine ſtately Creatures 
Fare © 08 well, Ned. — - 

[Runs cut; Lovewell catches him, aud pulls him hk 
Prithee let me go; is a Deed of Charity ;. I'm 
quite. ſtarv'd. Lil juſt take a inap, and be with you 
in the twinkling As you're my Friend — 

IL muſt.go. .. 

Love. Then we muſt break for all rogether. | 
[Rats him.] - — He that will leave his Friend 
for a Whore,, IJ reckon a Commoner in F riendfhip as 
. in Love. 11 

Roch. If You ſaw how ill that 5 45 Face becomes 
a Fellow of your Years, you wou'd never wear it 


again. Youth 1 taking in * Maſquerade but Gra- 


N 
Love. Tho Lewdneſs fits mc. * orſe 1 with your 
Circumſtances, Sir. 


: "bob. 
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Love and a Bottle. 23 
RNoeb. Ay, theſe Circumitances! Damn theſe Cir- 
cumſtances. —— There he has me. This 


Poverty ! how it makes a Man ſneak ! Well, 
prithee let's know this. deviliſh -virtuous Lady. y 


the Cincumſtances ** my Baur, 1 haſt ſoon be off or 
On with her. 3? «14 

Love. Know . or thi; utter. Condemnation, 
that ſhe's a Lady of FASO Beautitul, Witty, and 
nicely Virtuous. | | 

Roeb. A Lady of Fighter! Good — 
Better — Witty ! — Beſt of all. — Now with theſe 
three Qualifications, - if ſhe be | nicely virtuous, then 
T'11 henceforth adore every thing that wears a Petti- 
coat Witty and Virtuous! Ha, ha, ha. Why, 
"tis as inconſiſtent in Ladies as Gentlemen; and were 
[ to debauch one for a Wager, her Wit ſhould be my 
Bawd Come, come, the forbidden F. ruit was 
pluck'd from the Tree of Knowledge, Box. 

Love. Right ———But there, was a cunninger 
Devil than you to tempt. - I' aſſure you, 
George, your Rhetorick Word fail ae here; ſhe 
wou'd he” you at your own Wea 

Roeb. Ay, or any Man in Englands if he be Eighe 
teen, as ou ay... 44 

Lawe. Have a care, Friend "his 2 will get you. 
torn in pieces by the Females; you'll fall into Or- 
pheus's Fate. 

Roeb. Orpheus was: a Blockhead, | and deferv'd his 
FAA. rnb 

Lowe. Why: 989 

Roeb. Becauſe he went to o Hell Gi a Wiſe: | 

Lowe. This happens right [ Ale] . 
you ſhall ge to Heav'n for a Miſtreſs, you ſhall- court 
this Divine Creature: I don't deſire you to 
fall in Love with her; 3. I don't intend you ſhould 
marry her neither: But you muſt be convinc'd of the 

Chaſtity of the Sex 3 tho if you ſhould conquer her, 
the Spoil, you Rogue, will be glorious, and infinitely 
worth the pains in attaining. 
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26 ien! 4 Bottle 
Roeb. Ay, but Ned, my Circumſtances, my: Cir- 


oumſtances. 9113010 2694 1 
Love. Come, you ſhan't want Money. A 


RNoeb. Then I dare attempt it. (ry is _ 81. 


news of Love, as of War. Gad, Friend; theu art 
the braveſt Pimp I ever heard of —— Well, give 
me Directions to ſuil by, the Name of my Port, 
— my Pockets," and then e. of Good 


8 vou need no DireQions as to the manner of 
Eourtihip.. 

\ Roeb.. — J . en me: few 7 1 OO 
which my Courtſhip's founded, which ſeldom fail, 
To let a Lady rely upon my Modeſty, but to depend 
my ſelf altogether upon my Impudence; to uſe a 
Miſtreſs like a Deity in public, but like a Woman 
in private: To be as cautious then of asking an im- 
pertinent Queſtion, as afterwards of telling a Story; 
remembring, that the Tongue is the only Member 


that can't hurt a bay 8 AY, e touch'd to the 


tendereſt Part. | 

Love. Oh! dnt. Friend, cake youll tell a 
Friend your Succeſs. | 

Roeb. No, not to her very ſelf: it mul be ey 
vate as Devotion No — unleſs a fquaw]- 
ing Brat peeps out to tell Tales 
lies my Courſe? 


obſerve this; She has a Page which you muſt get on 


your ſide; Tis a very pretty Boy; I preſented him 
to the Lady about a Fortnight ago; he's your Coun- 
try-· man too; he brought me a Letter from my Siſter, 


which I have about me. - eons Henk: "yok may 
read-1t.- N Ws, 21% 7% 2 


oeh. Ay, tis 8 1-know * e,; — 15 


unn bluſh « to oi. Fo : 1 


1 — 2 * * 2 * 1 3 9 
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But Where 


Tove. Bruſh Gall -hewi nm the TEN the Lady's 
Name is Lucinda; her Father and Mother dead ;. ſhe's 
- Heireſs: to Twelve Hundred a Vear: But r all, 


ere 


Wan * — 4 


rReads.]- . Dear 8 ee 
A Lady of my Acquaintance lately * A me 
| Requeſt, to provide for this Boy, who 
eas her Lage hope I have obey'd. my. Friend's laſt 
Command, "aud 124 4 Brother, by. ſending. bim to 
ven. INT 40 + of bim as much. as peu can for his 
Advantage. ends are avell, and I am 


Four affectionate N Leambi, 


Fou a 42 Baris 25 


T 
, 


bet. bi dd; Lovewell fall: to Bruſh, and 
e him ome Directions Jeemingh. 


All Friends 0 e Is that all Not a word of 
poor Roebuck I wonder ſhe . mention'd no+ 
thing of my Misforcunes to her Brother. But ſhe has 
forgot me already. True Woman ſtill Well, 
I may excuſe her, for I'm making all the hafte I can 
to forget her. 

Love. Be ſure yon have an Eye upon his: — 
come to me e preſently at Widow Bulfinch's —————— 
[To Well, 2 you won't com- 
municate your Succeſs 2 [LAlde. 

Koch. Lou may gueſs what yon piesſe— Tm. 
as merry after a Miſtreſs as after a Bottle. All 
Air; brim full of Joy, like a . * Claret, 
ſmiling and ſparking. 

Love. Then you'll certainly ven over. 

| 5 ng no, ee, ane cocky? Apis 
Faun, ſeveralh. 

80 E N E bee 10 a Waden in Widow Bul- 
finch' Houſe, à Flute, Mufich-book - . we A 3 


N nh ers. toy a6 — i, 


Baur Ri gadoon the Da ö — in Mock- 
mode by both hands; as teaching him, the Minuet 3 - 
2m fog and Moekmode- dances Wr 5% ub 


| "Rig. e 
F | 


F 


. — — - « w = ——— —  —Cc}__— \ 
— 2 — — y 
ts ETOP IA ATTN ® 
— , lw... ² ůmiOoM  —_—__s 5 44 a 


Madam 
Far, pak on a Lady, 
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deral —— Very well - dal——deral—— Wrong — 
Tal- dal — dera Toes out — Tal da! 
de ral Obſerve Time: Very well indeed, 
Sir; you ſhall dance as well as any Man in Eagland; 
you have an excellent Diſpoſition in trerts Linabs, 
Sir. Obſerve me, Sir. 


[Here the Maſter dances à new Minuet ; 8 3 at ”—__ 
Cut Club mates an aukward Imitation by. leaping up. 
And. ſo forth, Sir. 


Mock. Pm afraid we ſhall diſturb my Landlady. 
Rig. ;Landlady ! ' You muſt have a care of that; 
mel never pardon you. —— Landlady ! Every Wo- 


man from a Counteſs to a Kitchen-wench, is Ma- 
dam; and every Man, from: a Lord to a Lacquey, 


Sir. 


Mock. "Muſt I then aſe my Title of "Squire Squire 
42 5 By all means, Sir, Be and F = are the 
ſame thing here. 
Mock. 8 very comical, AR Bae. 5 is [ore 


an Act of Parliament for that, Mr. Rigadoon 2 ———— 


Well, ſince I can't be a Squire, PII do as well; 1 
have à great Eſtate, and want only to be a great 


Beau to qualiſie me either for a Knight or a Lord. By 
the Univerſe, I have a great Mind to bind my ſelf 


Prentice to a Beau — Cou'd J but dance well, 
puſh well, play upon the Flute, and ſwear the moſt 
modiſn Oaths, I wou'd ſet up for Quality with e'er a 
young Nobleman of em all ———— Pray What are 
the moſt faſhionable Oaths in Town ? Zoans, 1 take 
itz. is a very becoming One. . 

Rig. Zoons is only us d by- — disbanded Officer 
and Bullies : But Zauns is the Beaux Pronunciation. 

Moc. Zauns. 

Club. Zauns. | 

Rig. Ves, Sir, we 1 as we dance z Sk, 


; ag with a Cadence. Zauns! Tis harmonious, 


and pleaſes the Ladies, becauſe tis ſoft Zauns, 
is the only: Nee our great 


| Mock, 


Love n 4 "Bottle: | wit 
Pk," But ſuppoſe à Lady ſpeaks. to me, w 2 8 hat mul 


CY nam wen — K 


Lay 

Ri: Nothing, Sir —you muſt take Snuſh, grin, 
and eek her an humble Cringe - Thus: 2— 

[He bows Foppiſhly, © and takes Snyb ; Mockmode 

imitates him aukaardly: "and Taking Snuſp Sneezes. 
© Riz. O Lard, Sir, you. muſt never IS itis as 
urbecoraing after Orangeree, as Grace after Meat. 

Mocl. I thought People took: it to. clear the Brain. 

Rig. The Beaux have no Brains at all, Sir; ; their 

Skull is a perfect Snuſh-box ; and I heard: a Phyſician 
ſwear, Who open'd one of em, that the three Divi- 
ſions of his Head were Ald, with: e Bawga: 
mot, and Plain $, _— n © 
Bleſs me. 
; Rig. O fie, Mr. Mockmode ! What a DN Ex. 
preſſion that is ! - Bleſs me You ſhou'd upon 
all ſuch Occaſions cry, Dem me. Vou would be as 
nauſeous to the Ladies, as one of the old Patriarchs, if 
you üs d that obſalete Expreſſion. 

Club. I find that going to the Devil is very modiſh 
in this Town. - ray, Maſter Dancing: Maſter, — 
what Religion may theſe Beaux be of? 

Rig. A fort of Indians in their Religion, they wor- 
ſhip the firſt thing they ſee in the Mong. 

Mock. What's that, Sir? n 

Rig. Their own Shadows in the Glaſs ; and ſome 
of 7 em ſuch Hellim N that nay. frighten * em my 

Mock, Tben they are Indians right, for 'they wor: 
ti the Devil. 

Rig. Then you ſhall be as nel = Beau as any of. 
'em. But you muſt be fare to mind your Dancing... 0 

Mock. Is not Muſick very convenient too 2 Dr | 
can play the Bells and Maiden Fair already. e 
Bifabe mi, Cefolfa, Delajal, Ela, Effaut, Gefolreut: 1 
have em all by heart already. But I have been Ms 
guily DuzzT d about the Etymology of theſe Notes; 


and 
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and certainly a Man cannot arrive at any Ferfection, 
unleſs he — the Derivation of the Ternis. 


Kr. O Lard, Sir Thars eaſy. Effant and Gel. 


reut were two en nee, Maudicians, and ths reſt 

were Italian. N 
Moc. But why are they n en 

Rig. From a prodigious great Baſs- Viol Abe den 

Strings, that 'play'd a Jig call'd,: the Mir of | the 

Spheres ; The ſeven Planets were , t Fiddle 


| Mock. Then you Stars have made you ee 
Maſter? u NI 

0 * Sir ! Pods was 2 Dating: Ma. 
ter; he ſhews the Creation to be a Coimtry Dance, 
where after ſome Antiekk Changes, all the Parts fell 
into their places, and there they ſtand ready, till the 


next Kqueak of Philolopher's Fiddle: »{cts them a 


Sir, hate comesthe Puliig Mallar.) A ab 
Ape Then Ti eas bp nad anna 
P 'twi Niceneſs of 
Pearn- 4 Fioutiſh. —— 1 hu 
kave- Ocean for. ati flown G Meg af ws 
Euter Nimblewriſti: + 


- Mock. Ob, Mr. Nimblinurif 1 1 crave. pon try 


thouſand Pardons,” by the Univerſe.” - 
- Nimb. That Aids :9: hentai? e Good -Sir, 1 


| hope youre for a Breathing this Morning- [ales 


down: a Foil. J.. il aſſure you, Mr. Mockmade, you 


will make an excellent Swordſman; you're as Well 
thap'd for Fencing as any Man in Europe. The Duke 


of Burgundy is juſt of your Make; he puſhes the fi- 
neſt of an nn — 8a, 22 e 
Lightaing. 26 e 


Mack. Tm a love with Fencing "Bib, FE; 


think, Backſword i 18 the beſt Play „1. F 7% . 8 


Mb. Oh Lad, Sir! —— Have you ever ren 


Ae Sir 1 
5 551. No, ire bar 1 underſtand the! Geography 


22 


0 


t 


. Mw ae et At Sos 8d 
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of e- Lene ts bounded on the North with 
the Rhine, ——= 

Numb. No, ne a. . is bl on 755 
North with Quart, on the South with Tierce, and 
ſo forth. Tis a noble Art, Sir; and every one that 
wears a Sword isa oblig'd by his Fenure to learn. The 
Rules of Honour are engrayd on my Hilt, and my 
Blade: muſt maintain em. My Sword's my Herald. 
and the bloody Hand my Coat of Arms. 

Mack. And how long have you profels'd this Noble 
Art, Sir 3- 5 


Nimb. Truly, | * I fervd an Apprenticeſhip to 


this Trade, Sir. 
Mock. What, e ee then ? 


Maß. Ves, Sir; che Surgeons have taken us into 


theirs, becauſe we make ſo much Work for em 
But, as I was telling you, Sir, I proſeſs'd this Sci- 


ence till the Wars broke out ; But then, when every 


body got Oommiſſions, I put in for one, {erv'd-the: 
Campaigns in Flanders; and when the Peace broke 
out; was disbanded; ſo among a great many other 


poor Rogues, am forcd to betake to my old Trade. 
Now the publick Quarrel's ended, I live by private 


ones. I live ſtill by dying, as the Song goes, Sir. 
While we have Eg Courage, French Honour and 
Saniſo Blades among us, I ſhall live, Sir. 
Mack. Surely eee and Skill dd the King 
great Serviceabroad. -. 


Nimb. Ves, Sir; 1 kilbd above Shoes. ff on 
Officers by private Duels in the Camp, Sir ;: kilPd em- 


fairly; d em thus, Moon, By 1a, * Fun, 
Parry, Parry. — +* 


1 Moclemode on the Ribss be. i Nim- 


blewriſt over the Head; and breaks the Ful. 


Club. What's the Name of that Thruſt, pray, Sir 7 


MNimb. Oh Lard, Sir! he did not touch me, not 


in the leaſt, Sir, the Foil was crack'd, a palpable 


Crack. 5 [load runs deu his Face. 
Club. A very palpable Crack, truly. Your Skull i is 
> crack'd, palpably crack'd, that's all. 


Mack. ; 


25 n * 5 . " — 
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Mock,” Well, Sir. if you pleaſe to teach me my 
Hoare: — 
any more, left 1 ſhould diſcompoſe my Steps. 

Aer Vour Dancing: Maſter is a Blockhead, Sir, 

Enter Rigadoon. . | 
1 forg ot my Gloves, and ſo 1 

* Oh el he. 22 yr Blockhead, * he: 

wie 


Rig, Zauns, Sir ——— kress. Sond of 8 

© Nimb: Zoons, Sir [Blas % n 

Rig. I have more Wit in the fole of my Foo, ian 
yeu have i in your whole Bod... 

Nimb.. Ay, Sir, you Caperers PL all wour 
Brain into your Heels, Which makes. you carry ſuch 

ty Noddles. Your” RationaPs revers d, carryin 8 

0 Underſtandings in your Lege Your Wit —_ 
perfe-Antipoder to other Mens. 
Rig. And what are you, 4 Monhear, f, br: 
Stand upon your Guard, Mr. Mockmode, he's thezgirat: 
eſt falfifer in his Art; heil fl your Head ſo full of 
French Principles of Honour, that you won't have one 
of  Honeſty- left. | His Breaſt- plate there he calls the 
But of Honour; at- which all the Fotis in P Kivg- 
dom ſhoot, and not one can hit the Mark. 1 

. Nimb. Vou talk of. Robin Hood, who beer ſhot-.in 
his Bow, Sir,. Fou Dancers are the Battledoors of 
the Nation, that toſs the light foppiſh. Shuttlecocks to 
and agen, to get your ſelves in heat. Have a care; 
Mr, Neef mod [this Fellow will make a-mere'Grai 
hopper. of you're the grand Pimp to Fop- 
pery and Lowdneſs.3/ and the Devif and a "Dancing: 
Maler, dance a Corante over the whole Kingdom. 

Rig. A Pimp, Sir! What then, Sir? I engage Tu- 
ples into the Bed f Love, but you match 'em into 


ppt 


che Bed of Honour. We only. juggle People ont of 


_ Chathty,. but yen cheat em out of their Lives. 
mall have y Mr. Moci made, grinning in the 

I 5 onour, BF You kugh'd at the Foo who! 
muſt lng for you: Which is beſt, ME Nini- 

1 5 4 , an cafy Minuet, or a Tjburn Jigg? © 5 mn ; 
Nemò. 


My Dancing-Maſter bas forbid me 
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Mb. Don't provoke my Sword, Sir, leſt that 
Art you ſo revile ſhou'd revenge it ſelf; for every 
one of you that e 151 Dae e die by Puſh- 
ing, Sir. 2. 

"Is And every Au that lives by Putting 0 ſhou'd 
die Dancing,” I take it. 

Nimb. Joons, Sir 1 What @ye maar? 

Rig. Nothing, Sir; r 
Dances. 1 This takes the Ladies, Mr. Mockmode ; ; 
this runs away with all the great Fortunes in Town. 
Tho you be a Fool, a Fop, a Coward, dance well, 
and you captivate the Ladies. The moving a Man's 
Limbs pliantly, does the Buſineſs. If you want a 
name apts to e — dal dera 

| | © [Dances.] 

Mind. No, no, FR me, - Gina tht fa, RF. 5 your 
Buſiweſs ſooneſt with a Woman: A clean and manly 
Extenſion of all your parts — Ha — Carrying à true 
Point is the: Matter. — Sa, fa, fa, ſa, —Detend your 
Wy * © of Puſhes at Rigadoon, abs dances and, PBs 

af 30052. retiring off the 8 tag .. 1 
ed ih nt Hater Bullfnch. ELSE 91900 3 e 

Bull: O Goodneſs ! What a Rooms nere l. Could 
not Fellows wipe their Feet before they came up ? 
And here's ſach a tripping and ſuch a ftamping, that 
they have broke down all the Cieling. You Dancing 
and Fencing· Maſters have been the Downfal of many 
Houſes. Get out of my Doors; my Houſe was never 
in ſuch a pickle. You Country Gentlemen, new- 
Iy come to a London, like your own Spaniels out of a 
Fond, muſt be ſhaking the Water of, and deſpatter 
10 Nite about you 

. " [Mockmode having * Sm, offering to 
2 I, 65 rere, ſneexes in her Face. 

Bk 'Zauns Madam, Len. J——Bleſs me !— 

Bull. He's rainted. | Theſe curſed Flies have Blown 
8 him already. | 


"Meck $6," fa, —- -Deſead Flankenade, Madam: 
Buſt. 
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Bull. Ah, Mr. Mockmode, my Puſhing and Dancing 


Days are done : But I had a Son, Mr. Mockmode, that 
wou'd: match you —Ah, my poor Robin! He dy'd 


of an Apoplexy ; he was as pretty a young Mah as 


ever ſtep'd into a black Leather Shoe : He was as” like 
you, Mr. Mockmoae, as one Egg is like another; he 
dy'd like an Angel — But I am fore he might 


have recover d but PH the git e Qh theſe | 


Doctors, theſe Doors! 
Meck. Bleſs the Doctors, 1 as for I believe they 


kilbd my honeſt old Father. 


Bull. Ay, "Oats racy IO my Robin Thad left ine in 


Eſtate, Fihou'd have ſaid ſo too. I 9 PEN. 


"Meck. Zauns, Madam, you muſt not be melancholy, 
Madam. 


Bull. Well, Sir, T hope you'll give us the Beverage 


.of your fine Cloaths. TIl aſſure you, Sir, ey fit you 
very well, and I like your Fancy mightily. - 


Mock. Ay, ay, Madam. But what's moſt modih 


for Beverage? For, I ſuppoſe, the Faſhion of that al- 
ters always with the Cloaths. 
Bull. The FA fright are che beſt Tudges of that — 


R 
ee A Taylor! Now, Wlethinte 


3 — a fitter Name for a rn Ih think 
they call my Wig a'Champaigne. 
Bull. You're clear out, Sir, clear out. Champ 


is a fine Liquor, WERE all your great Beaux ke to 


make em witty. 


Mack; Witty ! Oh by the Univerſe; 1 melt de wit- 


Pl drink nothing elſe, I never was witty-in all 
my Life. I love Jokes dearly. — Here, Sw bak 


us 2 Bottle of what dye call it; the witty Liqu 
Bull. But I thought all you that Were bred A the - 


Univerſity *ſhou'd be Wits naturally. D non 5 I 


— Ha he ite conttary, Madam, "there's no ſuch 
dare not have Wit there, for fear 


of pe gr _— Rakes. Your ſolid Philoſophy is all 
read there, which is clear another thing But now 1 


— . 2 | 
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2 with the great wn ndr, jul dan introduce 


. Oh deat — Wou'd you min met 1 
introduce you! No Widow dare be feen with a Poet, 
{or Fear the ſhou'd be thought to keep him. 

Mock. Keep him! Whats that? They keep nothing 
but Sheep in the Country : Sy n fleece the 
Wits 2 - 

Bull. "Alba Sir, hab | Rea no F leeces * e 8 4 
great r), but little Wool. However, if you wou'd 
be acquainted with the Poets, I can prevail with a 
Gentleman of my Acquaintance to introduce you; tis 
one Lovewell, a fine Gentleman that comes 0 ſome- 
times. 10 

Mock. 1 7 By the Uni — my Rivabt 1 
heard of him in the Country: This puts me in mind 
of my Miſtreſs ——— Zauns, Pm certainly become a 
Beau already; for I was ſo in Love with my ſelf, 1 


quite forgot her.. have a Note in my Pocket: 
Rook to find her out by. 


[Pulli out à large Pocket- alt 5 turning aver — ; 


Leaves, reads to himſelf. 


Six-pence for waſhing — T'wo-pence to the Maid. | 


Six pence for \Snuſh-— One Shilling for Butter d 
Ale. - By the Univerſe, I have loſt the Directions. 


come often here, ſay you 
Bull. Ves, Sir, very oſten — There's a Lady of 
his Acquaintance, a Lodger in the Houſe juſt now. 
Mock. A Lady of his Acquaintance, a Lodger in 
ths, Houſe, Juſt now 3 of his Amen G 42 
Afb 1h 


Bull. You: acai ati) 


Mack. And. he comes often here, you 1 0 By he 
Dniverſe ! ſhou'd I happen to lodge in che fame Houle 


with my Miſtreſs: I gad, anbei me. — 
you the Woman's Name 2—8 
Name Lucinda? 


e e 1 We ets 
eee I'm ſure tis 


legi- 


bt 
_ 
1 
be 
1 
Fs 
BY 
wa 
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=o 
1 
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Hark ye, Madam, does this ſame Lovewell | 
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legitimately. . for it is the braveſt Child yon 
ſhall ſee in a Summer's Day; tis not like one of bur 


puling Brats o'th* Town here, born with the Dilcaſes 
of half a Dozen Fathers about it. 

Mock. By the Univerſe, I don't Wee bes whether 
my Miſtreſs is Maid or "Widow : But a Widow, ſo 
- much the better ; for all your London Widows are to 

viliſh rich, they ſay. She « came in a n did ſhe 
not, Madam 1 
Bull. Ves, Sir, yes. i 

Moa. Then *tis infallibly — ſhe not al. - 
ways go out in her Coach? 

Bull. She has not ſtir'd abroad ſince ſhe came, Sir. ] 

Mock. Oh, I was told ſhe was very reſerv'd, tho 
tis very much of a Widow. I have often heard my 
Mother ſay, that fitting at home and Silence were very 
+ becoming in a Maid; and ſhe has often chid my Siſter 
Dorothy for gadding out to the Meadows, and tumbling 
among the Cocks with the Hay-makers. I gad, I'm 
the moſt lucky Son of a Whore ; I was wrapt in the 
Tail of my Mother's Smock, Landlady. - 
Enter Servant. | 

Ball. Oh, but this Lady, Sir a 

Ser. Madam. here's a Gentleman below wants to 
ſpeak with you inſtantly.. 

Bull. With me, Child! Sir, PH wait on you | in a 
Minute. Exit ⁊uith Servant. 
=] Enter Club avith Wine and Glaſſes. 

Mack. Is that the witty Liquor? Come, fill the 
Glaſſes. Now that I have found my Miſtreſs, I muſt 
next ſind my Wits, . 

Club. So you had need, Maſter ; for they that find 
a vs, are generally: out of their Wits. —— 
| [Gives him à Glajs. 
lack. Come, fill your felf. - [They jingle and drink. 
But where's the Wit now, Club? Have you found it? 

Club. I gad, Maſter, I think tis a very good Jet. 

Mock. What? 

. Club. What! why drinking. You'll find, Maſter, 
. Gentleman in the Straw Double, "= 


"apt Wood — yy 


, 12 
CJ Kd ed eo ag ²˙ÜuLK̃ Mis 


Ware. 
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fame Vill btb Mbipp, is a Wit at the Bottom. [Fill 


Here, here, Maſter ; how it puns and 


7 quibbles i in the Glaſs ! 


Mack. By the Univerſe, now I have it; the Wit 
lies in the Jingling : All Wit conſiſts moſt in Jingling. 


Hear how the Glaſſes rhime to one another. 


Club. What, Maſter, are theſe Wits ſo apt to claſh ? 
DLJinęle the Glaſſes. 
Mock. Oh by the Univer, by the Univerſe, this 


is Wit. {Breaks em.) My Landlady ds in the right. 


l have often own. there was Wit in breaking 
Glaſſes. It would be a very good Joke to break the 


Flask now. 


Club. I find then that this ſame Wit is very brittle 
But I think, Sir, *twere no Joke to ſpill 


the Wine. 
Mack. Why, there's the Jeſt, Sirrah ; all Wit con- 


ſiſts in loſing ; there was never any Thing got by't. I 
fancy this ſame Wine is all fold at 7777's Coffee-houſe. 
Do you know the Way thither, Sirrah ? I long to ſee 
Mr, Comick and Mr. Tagrhime, with the reſt of em. 
1 wonder how they look ! Certainly theſe Poets muſt | 
have ſomething extraordinary in their Faces. Of all 


the Rarities in the Town, I long to ſee nothing more 
than the Poets, and Bedlam Come in, Club ; I 


Nen go practiſe my Honours — Tal ——dil—doat— 


[Exit dancing, and Club toping. 
| Enter Lovewell and Bullfinch. _ 

Bull. Oh Mr. Lovewel/! you come juſt in the 

Nick ; I was ready to ſpoil all, by telling him ſhe 


was a Stranger, and juſt now come. 


Eve. Well, dear Madam, be cautious for the 5 


ture; 'tis the moſt fortunate Chance that ever befel 
me. Twere convenient we had the other Lodgers of 


cur Side, 


Bull. Theres no Body but Mr. Lyrick; and yon 


Er ſafely tell a Secret over a Groaning· Obecſe, as 


to him. 


Love, How fo? 
| G . | Full 


—— —— — — 
p * 
* a 


. 
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15. Why, you muſt know, that he has been Ly. 
| in theſe four Months. of a Play; and he has got 
a the Muſes about own 3 a Parcel of the molt tattling 

0 
1 2 Come, come; no more Word but to our 
Buſineſs. I will certaiply reward you. Bur have you 
any good Hopes of its ſucceeding? 

Bull. Very well of the Squirc's Side. But I'm a- 
fraid, your Widow will never 80 her Part, ſhe's ſo 
aukward, and fo ſullen. 

Love. Go you and inſtruct her, white I manage Af. 
fairs abroad. 

Bull. She's always raving of one e Pritkee, 
Who is this ſame Kocbuck * Ah Mr. Lowewell, I'm 
afraid this Widow of yours is ſomething elſe at the 
Bottom; I'm a eie there has been a Dog in the Well. 


(Exit 


Enter Bruſh. 

Love. So, Sirrah! Where have you left the Gentle 
man? 
Bruſh. In a Friend's Houle, Sir. 
Love. What Friend? | 

Bruſh. Why, a Tavern. 

Love. What took him there? 

Bruſh. A Coach, Sir. 

Love. How d've mean ? 
Bruſh. A Coach and Six, ons no es, Pl aſſure 
you, Sir. 

Lowe. A Coach and Six! | | 

Brujh. Yes, Sir, fix Whores and a carted Bawd: 
He pick'd 'em all up in the Street, and is gone with 
this ſplendid Retinue into the Sun by Covent- Garden. 
I ask'd him what he meant? He told me, that he on. 
bo: 1y wanted to whet, When the very Sight of em turn d 
| my Stomach. 
| 55 i The Fellow will have his Swing, tho' he hang 
W | Far't. Hewever, run to him, and bid him take the 
i | Name of Mockmode; call himſelf Mockmode upon all 

| 


Occaſions ; and tell him that he ſhall find me here a- 
bout Four in the Aſternoon — Ask no Queſtions, = 
5 Ps; y 


has your Lady beaten you? ha! 


Devil does he ſtare at? 
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fly — So :—— His uſurping that Name gives him a 
Title to court Lucinda, by which I ſhall diſcover her 
Inclination to [Exit Bruſh] this Moact mode, whoſe com- 
ing to Town, has certainly occaſion'd her Quarrel with 
me; while I ſet the Hound himſelf upon a wrong 
Scent, and ten to one provide for Miſtreſs 774dze by the 
2 "Tis ſaid one can't be a Friend, and a 

ver. 


But oppoſite to that, this Plot Hall prove, | | 
PII ferve my Friend by what aſſiſis my Love. [Exit, 
The End of the Second A. 


ACT m. 
SCEN E, Lucinda's Hoiſe. 
Enter Leanthe ſola, dre/s'd Hite à Page. 


k  Ethinks this Livery ſuits ill my Birth; but Slay 2 
to Love, I muſt not diſobey ; his Service is the 
hardeſt Vaſſalage, forcing the Powers Divine to lay 
their Godſhips down to be more Gods, more happy 
here below -— Thus I, poor Wanderer, have left my 
Country, diſguis'd my ſelf ſo much, I hardly know 
whether this Habit, or my Love, be blindeſt ; to fol- 
low one, perhaps who loves me not, tho? every Breath 
of his ſoft Words was Paſſion, and every Accent Love. 
Oh Roebuck !  [Peeps. 
d Enter Roebuck. ; 

Roeb. This is the Page, Love's Link-Boy, that 
muſt light me the Way. How now, pretty Boy; 
This Lacy muſt 
be a Venus, for ſhe has got a Cup:d in her Family. 
"T's a wondrous pretty Boy — [Leanthe, farts and 
ftares at him.] but a very comical Boy —— What the 
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Lean. Oh Heav'ns ; is the Object real, or are my 
ha falſe? Is that Roebuck, or am I Leanthe ? I'm 
afraid he's not the ſame; and too ſure I'm not my 
ſelf — I eeps. 
Reed. What Offence could ſack pretty Innocence 
commit, to deſerve a Puniſhment to, make you ery 3 3 

Lean. Oh, Sir! a wondrous Offence. $9 | 

Noeb. What was it, my Child? 

Lean. 1 prick'd my Finger with a Pin, till I made i it 
bleed. 

- Roeb. Such little Boys as you. ſhould have a Fw of 
Tharp Things. is" 

Lean. Indeed, Sir, we ought ; ; for it prick'd me ſo 
deep, that the Sort went to my very, Heart. 

Noeb. Poor Boy ! here's a Plaifter for your ſore Fin 
ger : [57 ives him Gold. 
Lan. Sir, you had beſt keep it for a fore Finger. 

| [Returns it. 

© Rob; 0 my Canſcience the Boy's | witty, but not 
very wiſe i in returning Gold; Some, come, you 
ſhall take it. Forces i upon bim and Kiffes him. 

Lean. That's the fitter Cure for my fore Fi inger,— 
The fame dear Lips ſtill. Oh that the Tongue within 


them were as true 7 [ 4fadr. 


Roeb. By Heavins, this Boy has the ſoſteſt air of 
12 Jever taſted. I n&er found before, that Ladies 
Kiſs d their Pages; 3 but now if this Rogue were not too 

young, I thou'd ſaſpect he were before-hand with me. 
I gad, I muſt kiſs him Wit 9 700 you ſhall 
take the Money. Ha Nes. 

Lean. Oh how * bribes me into Bribery ! 
But what muſt I do with this Money, Sir? 

. Roeb. You muſt get a little Miſtreſs, and treat ber 
with i 
a Lean be 2 Sir, 7 bave. one Miſtreſs . and they 
fay, .no- Man can- ſerve two Maſters, much leſs two 
Miſtrefſes. How many Miftreſſes have you, pray ? 

Roeb. Umh! I gad the Boy has pos'd me —— How 
many, Child? Why, let me ſee.— There was Mrs. 
0 Mrs. Margaret, M rs. Lucy, Mrs. Sajan, Mrs. Ji 
| | hb, 
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, and ſo forth; to the Number of five and twenty, or 
thereabouts. 

Lean. Oh ye powers and did you love 'em all! 3 

Roeb. Ves, deſperately. I wou'd have drank 
and fought for any one of them: I have ſworn and 
1;?d to every one of em, and have lain with em all: 
That's for your Encouragement, Boy, learn betimes, 
Youth 3 young Plants ſhould be water'd. Your cn, 
Face was made for a Chamber-Utenſil. 

Lean. And did not one eſcape ye? | 

Rocb. Ves, one did; —— the Devil take her. 

Lean. What, don't you love her then? | 

Roeb. No, faith.;: but I bear her an amorous Grudge 
ſtill ; ſomething between Love and | Spight. 3 Tou'd 


| kill her with Kindneſs. 


Lean, I don't believe it, Sir; ; you cou'd not be ſo 
hard-hearted ſure: Her honourable Paſſion, I think, 
thou'd pleaſe you beſt. 

Roeb. O Child ! Boys of your Ape are commually 
reading Romances, filling your Heads with that old 
Bombaſt of Love and Honour: But when you come 
to my Years, you'll underſtand better Things. 

Lean. And muſt I be a falſe treacherous Villain, 
when I come to your Years, Sir? Ts Falſhood and 
Perjury eſſential to the perfect State of Manhood? 

Reeb. *Pfhaw, Children and old Men always talk 
thus fooliſhly You underſtand nothing, Boy. 

Lean. Yes, Sir, I have been in Love, and much more 
than you, I perceive. + 

Reeb. It appears then, that there's no Service in the 
World ſo educating to a Boy, as a Lady's — WY 
Fove, this Spark may be older than J imagine, Hark 
ye, Sir ; do you never pull of your Lady's Shoes and 
Stockings? Do you never reach her the - Pin- 
cuſhion ? Do you never fit on her Bed-ſide, and ſing to 
ter? Ha! —— Come tell me, that's my good 
Boy ; | [ Makes much of him. 

Lean. Yes, I do ſing ber aſleep ſometimes. 

Reeb, But do you never waken her again? 


4 
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| Lean, No, but I conſtantly wake my ſelf; my 
Reft's always diſturbed by Viſions of the Devil. 
Rob. Who wou'd imagine now, that this young 
Shaver cou'd dream of a Woman fo ſoon ?——But 
what Songs does your Lady delight in moſt ?  - 
Lean. Paſſionate oe Sir; I ling you one of em, 
if youll: ſta. i 
Roeb. With all my. ns my little 8 T he 
_ is fond of he Parts —Come;: _” | 


A SONG: : Ser by Me, Richard. 


13505 Rxpord to View, VVV | 
| Tm bid from you, TE 
fs i aller a, Jer the _ 


1 po rodents ee 
105 Lere, % ade ge me ly in Plans. 


| 1 mo 
1 Wee go foe ee 5 . 
For tho your Eyes _ . 
ty Cau'd not devise, 8211850 
8 ke, Heart had told you 6. 
Tour Heart wou'd beat 
With eager Heat, 

Aud meby Sympathy we'd find: 4 

True Love might ſee 

One chang'd like me, 
1 Falſe Love 15 only blind. 


S 9 Oh n my little u in Voice and Shape! 
22 9 1 "cou with my {elf a Female for thy 
Sake. | 


* . 


Leal. 


j well, 
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Lean. Tou re much homes 4 dae for "ne Sake. 


171 Le. | 

Roeb. : Or zelten wert a Som, I woes: 

Lean. What er von denn * word hen 
marry me * 

Raeb. Marry __ Child no, no 5 2 PEW: you too 
well for that, you ſhou'd not have my Hand, but all 
my Body at once. But to our Bulnefs: * 1 pare 
Lady at home? 

Lean. My Lady! What Buſines have vou with my 
Lady, pray Sin? + 
| Roch, Don't wk Qeſtios, You have bt. Love- 


Lear. Yes, very well. „Hes my great Friend ; td; 
one I wou'd: ſerve above all the World, et his 
Siſter. 

Roth. His Siſter ! — Ha, that iy me 4 Twinge 
for my Sin — Pray, Mr. Pas, was Lace well 
when you left her? 

Lean, Yes, Sir; but wondrons' Alas che by the 
Departure of a dear Friend of hers to another World. 

| Reeb. O that was the Perſon mention'd in her Let- 
ter, 3 Departure occafion'd your Departure for | 
Englan 

Lean. That was the Occaſion of my coming, too 
ſure, Sir: —— Oh, twas a dear Friend t to me F the 
Loſs makes me weep. 

Roch. Poor tender-hearted Creature! ! — - But I 
ſtill find there was not a Word of me Pray, 


good de oi let your Miſtreſs know, here's one to wait 


e Vour Buſineſs is from Mr. Becel, | ur- 
poſe, 8 5 

Neeb. ves, yes. a ee e 

Lean. Then I'Il go. n 7290/1 eee eit. 

Koeb. I've thrown my Caſt, 1 am 3 ** in for't: 
But a n't J an impudent Dog? Had I as much Gold 


in my Breeches, as Braſs in my Face, I durſt attempt 


a whole Nunnery. This Lady is a reputed Virtue of 
good Fortune and Quality ; Iam a rakehelly Raſcal, 
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not worth à Groat; and without any farther Ceremo. 
ny, am going to debauch her. But hold; — 
She does not know that I'm this Rakehelly Raſcal; 
and I know that the's a Woman, one of Eighteen too ; 
beautiful, witty.—— O my Conſcience, upon ſe- 
| cond Thoughts, Jam not ſo very impudent neither. 
| Now as to my Management, I'll firſt try the 
Fay Addreſſes, and ſe if mn bleed in 798 fofs 
T7 EIN. | 
e Fal- Lucinda. 3 
3 1 Have you any Buſineſs with 1 5 . 
KRosob. Thus look'd the forbidden Fruit, luſcious and 
— Tis ripe, and will ſoon fall, AF one willy P 
ſhake the Tree. paced . 
Tuc. Have you any Buonel, with me, Sir? a 
"008 nearer. 
'* Reeb. Ves, Madam, the Bus'neſs of Mankind; to 
adore you——My Love, like my Blood, circulates thro? 
my Veins, and at every Pulſe of my Heart, animates 
me with a freſh Paſſion —— Wonder not, Madam, at 
the one of your Eyes, whoſe pointed Darts have 
2 5 2 a young and tender Heart, which they eaſily 
which, unaccuſtomed to ſuch Wounds, 
9) 1 Smart more painful. 
* (Lean. peeps.] Oh n Juſt ſuck Words ke 
ſpake to me. 
[ | Luc. Hey:day; I was never o Attack d in all my 
| Life. In Love with me, Wt Did you ever ſee we 
1 before? 
11 Roeb. Never, by 7, OUe — Cale] Oh, ten thiow-; 
1 fand Times, Madam. Your 1 Idea is always in 
| my View, either aſleep or awake, eating or drinking, 
walking, ſitting or ſtanding; alone, or in Company, 
| my Fancy wholly feeds upon your dear Image, and 
every Thought is you - Now have I told about 
fifteen Lies in a Breath. RH E Aſide. 
Luc. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you are ee conceited young 
Seribler, who has got the Benefits of a firſt Play in your 
Pocket, and are now going a F AY; 33 


Rae. 
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RNoeb. But why a Scribler, Madam? Are my Cloaths 
ſo coarſe, as if they were ſpun by thoſe lazy Spinſters 
the Muſes ? Does the paiting of my Fore-top ſhew 

ſo thin, as if it reſembled the two wither'd Tops of 

Parnaſſus? Do you lee any Thing peculiarly whimfſi- 

cal or ill-natur'd in my Face? Is my Countenance 
frain'd, as if my Head were. diſtorted by a Strangury 

of Thought? Is there any Thing proudly, ſlovenly, 

or affectedly careleſs in my Dreis? Do my Hands 

look like Paper-moths? I think, Madam, I have 

nothing poetical about me. 

Luc. Yes, Sir, you have Wit 8 to talk like a 
Fool; and are Fool enough to talk like a Wii. 

Nocb. You calbd me Poet, Madam, and E Know. no 
better Way of Revenge, than to convince you that I. 
am one by my Impudence [Offers to hiſs her Hand. 

Lac. Then make me a Copy of Verſes upon that, 
Sir. Hits Bim onthe. Ear, and Exit. 

Leanthe 2 1 | 

How d'ye like the Subject, Sir? 

Roth. 'Tis a very copious one - [Spitting] — 
It has made my Jolls rhime.in my Head. Thi it is 
o be thought a Poet ; every Minx muſt be caſting his 
© Profeſſion in his Teeth. —— —— What! Gone! 

Lean. Ay, ſhe. knows that making Verſes vegane 
Solitude and Retirement. . 

Rocb. She certainly was afraid L intended to beg 
Leave to dedicate ſomething If ever I make Love 
| like a Poetical Fool again, may I never receive any. 
Favour but a Subject. for a Copy of Verſes, . 

Ne enter Lucinda, 
Luc. J won't difmiſt him thus, for Fear be lam 
poon me. Well, Sir, have you done them? 
EKRoeb. Yes, Madam, will you pleaſe to read? 
© [Catches ber-and # es hes three or fur Ben- 
Lean. Oh, Heaven? I can never bear it- 
I muſt deviſe ſome Means to part em. -» [Exit 

Luc: Sir, your Verſes are too rough and conſtrain'd. 
However,. becauſe: I. gave the Occaſion,; III pardon - 
What's paſt | 
| Gs; Rob) 
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Roeb. By the Lord, ſhe was angry only becauſe 7 
did not make the firſt Offer to her Lips. [ 4fide.} — 
Then, Madam, the Peace is concluded ? 
Luc. Yes, and therefore both Parties ſhould draw 
out of the Field. [gain. 
Roeb. Not till we make Reprizals. I make Peace 
'F | with Sword in Hand, Madam, and till you return my 
3 . Heart, which you have taken, or your — Pr 
2 change, I will not put up. And fo, Madam, I 
zz = — of [ Catches %. 
1 | Enter . 
| Lean. Oh, Madam! Yender's poor little Crab, your 
125 dag, has got his Head between two of the Win- 
dow- bars, and 1 is like to be ſtrangl'd. 
. [The Dog howls behind the Scenes. 
' bac: Oh Lard, ny poor Crably I muſt run to- 
che Reſcue of my poor Dog 3 I'll wait on you inftant- 
4 ly -— Come, come, Page Poor Crabby ! 
Exit with Leanthe; 
Reeb. Oh the Devil choale Crabby . — - Well, I find 
there's much more Rhetorick in the Lips than the 
Jongue —— Had Buſs been the firſt Word of my 
Courtſhip, T might have gain'd the Out-works by this. 
Impudence in Love, is like Courage in War; tho 
both blind Chances, becauſe a and Fortune rule 


them, 

: þ Re-enter Lathe: | 

. Lean, Sir, my Lady begs your Pardon; there's 
ſomething extraordinary happen'd, which ons. her 
waiting on you, as ſhe promis d. 

Roeb. What, has Monſieur Crably rubb'd ſome of 
the Hairs off his Neck? has he diſorder'd his pretty 
Ears > She won't come again then * 

Lean. No, Sir, you muſt excuſe her. 

Roeb. Then I'll go and be drunk Harke, Sir- 
rah; I have half a Dozen delicious Creatures waiting, 

for me at the Sun; you ſhall along with me and have 
your Choice. I'Il enter you into the School of Venus, 
Child. *Tis Time you had loſt your PENG, 

You're too old for TP things, * 
an. 


4 
4 — ANC AOL ASS va gr Ar w/o 7g 


41 


5 7 aud 4 Bott le. 47 
[ Lean. Oh Heavens ! ! 1 had rather: he ſhou'd ſtay than 


go m_ Aar! Bye, hy: wil you keep * . 
„ x 
* Roeb. Nay, if you 're * Advi ice, farewell « 2 


* Men of ripe Underſtanding frou'd always deſpi ©. 


y What Baut ee ** Nee K As 
4 20 H ait fnging.. 
5 Lean. Wild as We, and uncoufin'd as ** 

Vet I may reclaim him. His Follies are weakly foun- 
ar ded, upon the Principles of Honour, where the very 
* F oundation helps to under mine the Structure. Ho- 

charming wou'd Virtue look in him, whoſe Behaviour 
be. G a Sn to the Unſeemlinels of Vice! 
to. | Enter Lucinda. 

t- What i is the Gentleman, gone 7 

Lean. Ves, Madam. He was inſtantly taken 111. 
he: with a violent Pain in his Stomach, and was fore d to. 
nd hurry away in a Chair to his Lodging. 
3 Luc. Oh poor Gentleman! He's one of thoſe can- 
my ceited Fools that think no Female can xeſiſt their 
5 Lemptations. Blockheads, that imagine all Wit to 
bo conſiſt in blaſpheming Heav'n and eee Tu. 
ho fred his Vanity, but ſtarve his Love. 

And may all Coxcombs. meet no better Fate; 
12 5 . ho aer Sex's Vi irtue, or eee. our Hate. 
her | Exit.” 

$ © E N * 'Lyrick's 67 tant od in Widow 5 
of Houſe 3, Papers ſeatter d about the - Table, Writ 10 | 
etty ling writing in a Me! Gown a ans (ers: "TP 

Hr. Two as good Lines 8 ever were written ——- 
Sir- r1/ing} Sad I ſhall maul ert dene Fellows. 
ting, M. £13210 9 fta 2 tie aval L Ho: 
dave 12 e ee 4 
nuts, 1 there. be not: one i Glen, ons farry „ 5 

But. Gods meet Gods, and illi in Harl. 


_— Lile ric k. 700 FD. 
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275 all the Lights be 4. out to 4 gu | 
And Gods meet Gods, and play at B my 2 


Very well ! | 
Let Gods. meet” Gods, and ſo — fall out ; and r 


That's muck mended. They're as noble Lines 26 
ever were penn; d. Oh! Here comes my damm d 
Muſe; I am always in the Humour of writing Elegy 
after a __ of her Inſpiration: 

Enter Bullſinch: | 
Bull. Mr. Lyrick, what do you mean by all this? 
Here you have lodg'd two Years in my Houſe, pro- 
mis'd me Eighteen-pence a Week for your Lodging, 


and [.nave.ne'er receiv'd eighteen Farthings, not the 


Value of that, Mr. Zyrick, {Snaps with her Fingers. 


you always put me off with telling me of your Play, 


your Play — — dir, you ſtiall play no more with 
me, I'm in earneſt. 

Tyr. This living on Love is the deareſt Lodging — 
a. Man's eternally dunn'd, tho perhaps he has leſs of 
one ready Coin than t'other — There's more 
Trouble in a Play than you imagine, Madam. 

Bull. There's more Trouble with a Lodger than 


you. think, Mr. Zyrick. 


Hr. F irſt, hers s the Decorum of Time. 

Bull. Which you never obſerve ; for you 7 the 
worſt Hours: of any Lodger in TO. m. 

Tyr. Then there's the Exactneſs of. Characters. 

Bal. And you have the moſt ſcandalous one. I. ever 


heard. 


Hy. Then there's laying the Drama: 


Bull. Then you foul my Napkins and Towels. 


Lyr. Then there are Preparations of Incidents, work- 
ing the Paflions, Beauty of Expreſſion, Cloſeneſs of 
Plot, Juftneſe of is Tum bk Language, + 


Bulk 


my Drink, wear cut my Furniture 
| lent you Money out of my Pocket. 


- Bull. Then you wear out my Sheets, burn my Fire 
and Candle, dirty. my, Houſe, eat, my rand 2 
. have 


Hr. Was ever poor Rogue {o-ridden ? If ever the 
Muſes had a Horſe, L am he. Faith, Madam, 
poop Pegaſus is jaded. 4 5 

Bull. Come, come, Sir, be ſha't t ſlip his Neck. 
out of the Collar for all that. Money I will have; 


and Money I mult have; let your Play and you both 


be damn'd. 

Hr. Well, Madam, my Bookſeller is to bring me 
ſome twenty Guineas for a few Sheets of mine pre- 
ſently, which J hope will free me from your Sheets. 
Bull. My Sheets, Mr. Zyrick ! Pray what d'ye mean? 
Pil aſſure you, Sir, my Sheets are finer: than any of 
your Muſes ſpinning ——— Marry come up. 
HDi. Faith you have ſpun me ſo fine, that you 
have almoſt crack'd my. Thread of Life, as may ap- 
pear by my Spindle-ſhanks. 

Bull. Why ſure——— Where was your Thalia, and 
your Melbomene, when the Taylor wou'd have ſtripped 
you of your Silk Waſicoat,. aud have clapp'd you on -a- 


Stone Doublet? Wou'd all your Golden Verſes have 


paid the Serjeant's Fees ?* 


Hr. Truly, you" freed me from Gaol, to confine 


me in a Dungeon; you did not ranſom me, but 
bought me as a Slave; ſo, Madam, I'Il purchaſe my 


Freedom as ſoon as Poſſible. FEleſh . Blood can't 


bear it. 
Bull. Take your * Sir —— There were a 


couple of Gentlemen juſt now to enquire for you; 


and if they come again, they ſha'n't be put off with 


the old n of your being abroad, PU. promiſe you 


that, Sir. . 1 [Exz. 
Hr. Zoons ! F IE __ Bookſeller does not bring me 
Money. — 
4 nter pamphlet. F 
Ot! Mr. Pamphlet, your Servant. Hare you per- 
usd my Poems? 
Pas. 
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Pam. Yes, Sir; and there are ſome things very well, 
extraordinary well, Mr. Hricle But I don't think 
_—_ for my Purpoſe ———Paetry is a mere Drug, 


+" Ts that becauſe I take Phyſick when I write? 
——— Damn this coſtive Fellow, now = does not 
apprehend the oke. »: {face 

Pam. No, Sir, but your * — ut Tecom- 
mend em. One [muſt write himſeif into nee 
tion before he gain Reputation 

Hr. That's the Way to lye — ev bis Namen 
up. Now 1 lye abed before 1 * d 1 

Pam. Why ſo, Sir? 

Lyr. Becauſe I have ſcarcely any Cloaths: — 
— If ever Man did Penance in a white Sbeet— 

Pam. Vou ſtand only ſometimes in a White Sheet 
for your Offences with your Landlady. Faith, I have 
often wonder'd-: how your Muſe cou'd. rake. Much 
Flights, yoak*d. to ſuch a Cart-Load-as ſſie is. 

Hr., Gh! they are like the 7-4/6 Horſes, they draw 


| beſt. by the Tail Have you ever ſeen any of my Bur- 


leſque, Mr. Paumhlet ! I have a Project of turning: 
three or ſour of our — in Doggrel, 
As for ä ST rc N 


Conqueſt dal Laub bigs un Haw — 2 
Aud Rome in Tears of Bload'our Auger mourn d. 


Now, Butchers with Roſemary bawe our Beef adorn'd,. 


Which bas in Gray Tears aun Hunger mourn'd. 


How d'ye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ha? — 


Like Gods, awe-paſs'd he rugged Alpine Hill; 
Melted our away, and droue our hiffing Wheels no 
Toro cloudy Deluges, Eternal Nille. Nit 4 % 


No obſerve, Mr. Pamphlet; pray obſerve. 


Like Razors keen, our Knives cut Paſſage 4 
Through SN Tas 2 _—_— 4 — 


Pam. Very vel, upon my Soul. 
— * dreadful Fire, and * if. | 


% Pam 


* 
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Pam. Ay, Sir, Vinegar ! how patly that comes in: 
for the Beef, Mr. Zyrick ! "Tis all. wondrous fine in- ; 
deed. 
Lyr. This i is the moſt i ingenious Fellow of his Trade- 
that I have ſeen ; he underſtands a good thing. | 
LAſide.] But as to our Bus neſs —— W hat are you 
willing to give for theſe Poems? Prithee ſay ſome- 
thing. There are about three thouſand Lines.. 
Here, take em for a couple of Guineas. 
Pam. No, Sir ; Paper is ſo exceſſive dear chat E 
dare not venture upon em. 
Lyr. Well, becauſe you're a Friend, ]'ll beſtow em 


upon you. Here,. take 'em 3 There's the fy 
hopes of a Dedication ſtill. [Aſide. 

Pam. I give you a thouſand Thanks, Sir; but I I 
dare not venture the Hazard ;. they il never quit Coſt. j {| 
indeed, Ges 7 


Ir. This Fellow is one of the . Block heads. 
that ever was a Member of a RENTON How 
mall I be reveng'd ? | 


Enter Bay 


Boy. Sir, there are two Men below deſire to have 
the Honour of kiſſing your Hand. 


Hr. They muſt be. Knaves or Fools by their fal- 


ſome Complement. Hark ye [1 hifpers the. Boy. 
— Bid 'em walk up, | 
Pam. Since you have got Company, Sir, I'll take 


my Leave. 


Lyr. No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means! We 
muſt drink before we part: Boy, a Pint of Sack and 
a Toaſt. Theſe are two Gentlemen out of the Coun- 
try, who will be for all the new things lately pub- 
liſh'd ; they'll be good Cuſtomers Come, ſit 
down — You have not ſeen my Play yet 
Here take the Pen, and if you ſee any thing amiſs, 
eorrect it: I'll go bring em up. — Stay, lend me 

: 2 Hat and Wig, or T ſhall take cold going doun 
tarts. 

He tales Pamphlet? Hat and Wig, and puts hin Cap 

| en — 5 Head. 


Sam. 
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Pan. [Solus.) This is a right Poetica! Cap; *tis Bays 
the outſide, and the Lining Fuſtain — [ Reading] — 
This is all Stuff, worſe than his Poems. 


Enter two Bail, if behind him,. and clap him on the 


Shoulder: 
2 Bail. You" re the King's Priſoner. 
Pan. That's a good Fancy enough, Mr. Zyrick, 
But pray don't interrupt me, I'm: in the beſt Scene, 
I gad the Drama is very. well laid. 
2 Bail. Come, Sir. 


Pam. Well, well, Sir, PII pledge ye. Prithee now, 


good Mr. Erich don? t diſturb me. | 

And furious Lightnings brandiſb d in ber Eyes. 
That's true Spirit of Poetry. 

. Bail: Ze ons, Sir, d' ye banter us? 

[Takes him under each Arm, and hauls him zþ. 

Pam. Gentlemen I beg your Pardon. How 
d'ye like the City, Gentlemen? If yon have any c- 
eaſion for Books to carry into the Country, I. can 
farniſh you as well as any Wan about Paul s. Where's 
Mr. Lyrick ? 

1: Bail. Theſe Wits are damnable e cunning... I al. 
ways have double Fees for arreſting one of you Witz. 


All your Evaſions won't do; we underſtand, Trap, 


Sir; you muſt not think to catch old Birds with Caf, 
Sir. 


me! I'm-a Bookſeller, no Poet. 6 

2 Bail: Ah, Sir, we know. what you are. by your 
Eool's Cap there. 

1 Bail. Yes, one of you Wits wou'd have paſed 


upon us for à. Corn - cutter yeſterday; and was fo like 
one, we had almoſt believ'd him. [ Hauli him. 


Pam. Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, u have 


2 little Patience, and Mr. Lyrick will come up Stairs. 


1 Bail. No, no, Mr. Lyrick ſhall go down Stairs. 


He. wou'd' have us wait till ſome Friends come in to 
5 | reſcues: 


Pam. Zoons, Gentlemen, Im not the Perfon ! I'm 
a Freeman of the City; I have good Effects, Gentle 
men, good Effects. D'ye think to wake a Fool of 


ce 
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reſcue him. Al ! Theſe Wits are deviliſh cunning. 

. a [Exeunt hauling Pamphlet. 
Enter Lyrick, d and Club; Lyrick dre/7d. 

Hr. Ha, ha, ha. Very poetical, Faith; a | 
Plot for a Play, Mr. Mockmode, a Bookſeller beund | 
in Calves Leather. Ha, ha, ha. How they 
walk'd along like the three Volumes of the Ea 
Regue ſqueez d together on a Shelf. 

Mock. What was it? what was it, Mr. Lyrick? 2 5 

. Why; I am a Stateſman, Sir. I can't but 
laugh, to think how. they'll ſpunge the Sheet before 
| the Errata be blotted out; and then how he'll iy 
| the Dogs for falſe Impriſonment. 

Mock. But pray, what's the Matter, Mr. Iyrick? 

Lyr. Nothing, Sir, but a ſhirking Bookſeller that 
ow'd me about forty Guineas for a ſew Lines. He 
wou'd have put me off, ſo 1 ent or a 1 of 
Bulldogs, and arreſted him. 

Meck. Oh Lard! Mr. Lyriahy Honeſty's quite out 
of Doors; tis a rare thing to find a Man that's a true 
Friend, a true Friend is a rare thing indeed 
Mr. Hriag will you be my Friend ? I only want that 
Accompliſnment. I have got a Miſtreſs, a Dancing 
and Fencing Maſter; and now I want only a ie | 
to be a fine Gentleman. 

Lyr. Have you never es a Friend; Sir? 

Moc. Yes, a very honeſt Fellow; our Friendſhip 
commenc'd in the College-Cellar, and we lov'd one 
another like two Brothers, till we n fell out 
afterwards at a Game of Tables. | 

Hr. I find then that neither of ye loſt by the Set. 
[4/de.] But my fhort eee nen can't recommend 
me to ſuch a Truſt. 5 

Mock. Pſhaw, Acquaintance 1 You muſt be a 
Man of Honour, as you're a Poet, Sir. 

j Lyr. But What uſe would you make of a F nend. 

15 16 

Mock. Only to | tell my Sade to, and be my 86 
cond. —— Now, Sir, a Wit muſt be beſt to keep a 
Secret, becauſe what you ſay to one's Prejudice = 
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be kheught Malice. Then yon muſt: have a devilih 


deal of Courage by your Heroick Writing 


| Nut know, that I alone am King of Me. 
Heav'ns! Sure the Author of that Line muſt be a 
plaguy ſtout Fellow ; it makes me valiant as Hedtar 
when I read it. 

Hr. Sir, we ſlick to what we write as little as Di- 
vines do to what they preach Bęfides, Sir, there 
are other Qualifications requiſite in a Friend, he muſt 
lend you Money. Now, Sir, I can't be that Friend, 
for I want farty Guineas. | | 
Ard. Sir, I can lend you fifty upon ms: d 
*T'was the lat Word my 222 on 
his Death-bed, thas b b <p lewd; Maney with 
out Security. 

yr. Pie, Sir! Security ſrom a Friend, and « Man. 
of Honour by his Profeſſion toa! Be: 

Mock. By the Univerſe that's true, you and wy 
Friend. Then I'll tell you a Secret {They aobiſßer 


of Joynt. I was my Maſter's Friend before, tho 
I never found the Knack of borrowing Money; tho' I 
have receiv'd ſome Marks of his Friendſhip, fome 
ſound Drubs about the Haad and Shoulders, or ſo. 1 
have been bound for him too in 'e-Sccks, * his 
breaking Windows very often. 

Hr. Mr. Mackmade, you may be en a '1 


| wou'd ſee this Lady you court. I know Mr. Love- 
yell has a Miſtreſs a Lucinda; but that ſhe er, 
in this Houſe, I much doubt. 5 
Mack. Impos d upon! that's very m — 
Ha, ha, ha! Vou ſhall ſee, Sir; come . Pray, 
Kr, you're my Friend. 


Hr. Nay, pray, indeed, Sir, I beg your | {Thy 


complement for the Door.] nee you're a air, 


Mocl. Zauns, Sir, you lie, I'm not a 1 ool 3; I'll 
take an Aﬀront from no Man. Draw Sir. [ Prax. 
Club. Draw, Sir,. I gad PH Pos his Note out of 
Jpyne now. 


Ly. 


Chih. Now will this plaguy Wit turn my Noſe aut 


I: 
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Lyr. Unequal Numbers, Gentlemen. 
Club. I'm only my Maſter's Friend, his Second, or 
lo, Sir, 
Lyr. What's the Matter, noble Squire? 
Meck You lie again, Sir, Zauns, draw. 
 [Senikes him with his Sqavord. 
Hr. Ha! ! a Blow Ex, a Blow——yet I will 
be — 


Club. Fd. draw, Sir. [Strikes 4 

Hr. Oh Patience, e eee 
Friend ſtill. 

Mack. You lie, Sir. 


Lyr. Then thou art a Traytor, pennt Monſter. 
Mock. Zauns, Sir, er —_ 2 
Raſcal. | 

Club. A Scribler. | 

Mack. Ay, Seribler, Ballad. maker. 

Hr. Nay then 
I and the Gods will fight i it with ye all. lors. 


Eau, Roebuck dun and fix. 


France nber wwill 
Till her Claret runs # of ; 
Then let's pull awvay ta defeat ber: 
He hinders the Peace, 
N bo refuſes his Glaſs, 
And defſerwes to be hang d for a Traytor, © 
__ my Myrmidons, fall on ; I have taken off the 


Dub a dub, dub a dub, to the Battle. [Sings. 


Zoons, 8 why don't you fight? Blood 


fight. Oblige me ſo far to hight a little ; 1 long to ſee 
a little Sport. | 


Hr. Sir, I ſcorn to ſhew Sport to any Man. 


[Puts uß. 
Mock. And ſo do I, by the b 
Cub And I, by the Univerſe. 


Br. 
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Lyr. I ſhall take another Time: + [Bei. 
 Roeb. Here, Raſcal, take your — knife — 
[Gives Club 58 Sword. and bring me a Joint of that 
Coward's Fleſh: for your Maſter's Supper — Fly Dog. 
| [Takes him by the Noſe. 


* Clb. Ah This Fellow s likelieſt to put my Not 
out of Joint. 


Roeb. Now, Sir, tell me, how you durſt be 2 


Coward. 

- Meck. Coward, Sir? I'm a en offs great Eflate, 
Sir ;- I have five Thouſand Acres of good hghting 
Ground as any in England, good Terra firma, Sir: 
Coward, Sir! Have a Care what you ſay, Sir 


My Father was a Parliament Man, Sir; and E Was 


bred at the College, Sir. 

EKoeb. O then I know your Genealogy ; your Fa- 
ther was a Senior- Fellow, and your Mother was an 
Air-· pump. Vou were ſuckd by Platonick Ideas, 
and you have ſome of your Mother's Milk in- your 


| Noſe yet. 


5 Meck. F: rom the Propofition by Mode and Figure, 
ir. 
Roeb. I told you ſo —— Blow your Noſe, Child ; 
and _ a Care of . your Ptuloſophical Slabber- 

ing-Bi | 

Mock. What d'ye mean, Sir ?* * 
5 Roeb. Your ftarch'd Sonny fer by Mode 154 Fi igure, 
ir. 


Mock. Band, Sir ru Fellow's blind, drunk. 
T wear a Tus Sir. | 


Roeb. Then ſet a good Face upon the Matter. Throw 


off ChildiſhneB and Folly, with your Hanging ſleeves, 
Now you have left the Univerſity, learn, learn. 

Mock. This Fellow's an Acheift; by. the Univerſe ! 
Jil take Notice of him, and inform againſt him- for 
being drunk. Pray, Sir, what's your Name? 

Roeb. My Name by the Lord, J have forgot —— 
Stay, I ſhall think on't by and by. 

Mock. Zauns, forget your own Name. b 1 7 Me- 
oP muſt be very ſhort, Sir. | 


Raeb. 
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Noeb. Ay, ſo it ſeems, for I was but chriſten'd this 
Morning, and I have forgot it already. 

Mock. Was your Worſhip then Turk or Few be- 
ite 2—1 knew he was fome damn'd n Dog. 

[Alt. 

Peek. "Vie, 1 | Se Wi Turk, or 7exv rather, ſince; 
ſor I have got a plaguy Heatheniſh Name --- Pox on't : 

Oh ! now I have i it. Mo Mock-mo —— 


— 
— 
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Mocimocle. 

Mack. Mackmade | Mockmade! Sir, pray how do you 
i e 
/ Roeb. Go you to your A, B, 2 you came laſt from 
the Univerſit . ff 

Mock. Sir, I'm call'd Melo. — what Family i 
are you of, Sir? +; 1 

Roeb. What F amily a. are e you of, Sir ? 

Mocl. Of Mockmode-Hall in Shropſhire. 

Roeb. Then I'm of the ſame, I believe. ————— 
I fancy, Sir, that you and I are near Relations. 

Mz::k. Relations! Sir, there are but two Families; 


my Father's, who is now dead; and his Brother Co- - 39 

lonel Peaccable Mackmade:.' if 
Reeb. Ay, ay, the very ame Colenel Peace 110 

Is not he Colonel of Militias 1 
Mock. Yes, Sir. | 1 
Roeb. And was not he High-Sheriff of the CN 


laſt Year ? 
Mock. The very ſame, Sir. 
Reeb. The very ſame ; I'm of that Family. —And | 
your Father dy'd about let me nn | itt 
Meck. About half a Year ago. '" 
Roeb. Exactly; by the fame token you 2 drunk 1 
at a Hunting Match that very Day ſeven. night he ' 
was bury'd. ll 
Mock. This Fellow s a Witch. — But it looks very 1 
ſtrange that you ſhou'd be chriſten'd this Morning. 1 
= ſure your Godfathers had a plaguy deal to anſwer | | 
or 
Reeb. Oh, Sir, Im of Age to 5 for my ſelf, 
2 Mock, 
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Mock. One would not think: fo, your're fo forget- 

ful. Tis two and twenty Years ſince I was chriſten'd, 
and I can remember my Name ſtill. 

| Roeb. Come, we'll take a Glaſs of Wine, and that 

will clear our Underſtanding. We'll remember our 


Friends. 
Mac. You muſt excuſe me, Sir. warmers This i is ſome 
Sharper.” [ Lage, 


Roeb. Nay, prithee, Couſin, good Coufin Moc4- 
mode, one Glaſs. I know you are an honeſt Fellow. 
| We muſt remember our Relations in the Country in- 
| deed, Sir. 
4 | Mock. Oh Sir, you're ſo ſhort of Memory, you 
q can never call 'em to mind. You have forgot your 
| ſelf, Sir; Mockmede is a Heatheniſh Name, Sir, and 
all that, Sar. And fo I beg your Pardon, SIT. w— — 
U [ Exit. 
| Rob. Now were I Lawyer enough, by that little 
| enquiry into that Fellow's concerns, I could bring in 
| a falſe Deed to cheat him of his Eftate. 
q . Enter Bruſh. - -— 
1 Where the Devil is thy Mater ? You faid I ſhou'd 
| | Find him here. 
| Bruſb. 'Tis ;mpoſible+ for you, or me. or any bo- 
| | dy to find him. 
1 NRoëb. Why ? F 
| | Bruſb. Becauſe he has loft himſelf. The Devil has 
made a Jugler's Ball of him, I believe. He's here 
| now; then, Prefo, paſs in an Inſtant. He has got 
E ſome damn'd Bus'neſs to Day in hand. 
Roeb. Ah, fo it ſeems - muſt be Squire Mock- 
aoue, and court an honourable Miſtreſs in the Devil's 
Name! Well, let my ſober thinking Friend plot on, 
and lay Traps to catch Futurity ; I'm for holding faſt 
to the preſent. — 1 have got about twenty Guineas 
in my Pocket; and whilſt they laſt, the Devil take 
George i he thinks of Patutity TII * 
with Fortune. 4 


She 
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Se is an honeſt, gi ly, rebling Pant; (drunk, 
My Heat, her 28 turn # round, and fo aut both are 
IE 2H | (E. Kii * 
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ACT iv. 
SC EN E, Lucinda's Hoſe. 


Futer Leanthe, and Pindreſs Allies ing vith a Te 7 


Sæbeet-meats in her Hand. 


Phnd. * TE RE, here, Page, your Lady has ſent you 


ine Sweetmeats; but indeed * ſha' nt 
have "mk til you hire me. 


Lean. She ſent four Sauce, when ſhe made you the 
Bearer. ( Hfae. 
Pind. Prithee now, what makes you conſtantly fo 


melancholy ? Come, you muſt be merry, and ſhall be 
merry; Vil get you ſome Play-things. 


Lean. I believe you want Play-things more than I. 
—— But I wou'd be private, Pinureſi. 
Pind. Well, my Child, I'll be private with you ! 
Boys and Girls ſhou'd till be private together; and 
we may be as retir'd as we pleaſe ; for my Miſtrefs 
is reading in her Cloſet, and all the Servants are be- 


low. ————— Bat what Concerns have you? Tm 


ſure, ſuch a little Boy can have no great Bus' neſs 1 in 
Private. 

Lean. Iwill try thee for once. (All. Ves, Mrs. 
Pindreſ, I have great Inclination.— 

Pind. To what? To do what, Sir ? — Don't hame 


it !——”Tis all in vain Ao vn than't do it; you 


need not ask it. | 
Lean, Only t to ki you. 2 her. 
| Pind. 


j 
. 
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I, — - | 
Luc. What, Sirrah! wou'd you debauch my Maid, 


one Hand. 


better Way than to teize him a little. Tm afraid ho 
| * » 
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Pind. Oh fe, Sir! Indeed I'd none of your Kiſſes. 


Take it back again, (Kies him.) Is not the Taſte of 


the Sweetmeats very pretty about my Lips ? 


Lean. Oh hang your liquoriſh Chaps: od fain 
be licking your Lips, I find that. 
Pind. Indeed, Mr. Page, I won't pay you the Kiſ- 


ſes you won from me laſt Night at Croſs-purpoſes; 


and you ſha'n't think to keep my Pawn neither. 
Pray give me my Hungary Bottle—As I hope to be 
fay'd, I will have my Hungary Bottle — (Rummaging 
him.) — I'm ſtronger than you PII carry you in, 
and throw you upon the Bed, and take it from you. — 
(Takes him up in her Arms. 
Lean, Help ! help! I ſhall be raviſt'd ! Help! help! 
| Enter Lucinda. is 
Luc. What's the Matter? Oh bleſs me 
Pind. Oh dear, Madam, this unlucky Boy had al 


moſt ſpoil'd me. Did not your Lady ſhip hear me 


cry, I ſhou'd be raviſh'd ? I was ſo weak, I cou'd not 
reſiſt the little ſtrong Rogue; he whipt me up in his 
Arms, like a Baby; and had not your Ladyſhip come 


you little Cock-Sparrow ? muſt you be Billing too! 


I have a great mind to make her whip you, Sirrah. 


Pind. O dear, Madam, let me dot. I'll take him 


into the Room, and I will fo chaſtiſe him. 


Luc. But do you think you'll be able, P:nare/; ? 
I'll ſend one of my Men to help you. 3 
Pind. No, no, Madam: I cou'd manage him with 
| — See here, Madam. 2 

| (Takes him in her Arms, and ij running away. 

Luc. Hold, hold ! Is this you that the little ftrong 
Rogue had almoſt raviſh'd? He ſnatch'd you up in 
his Arms like a Baby ! —— Ah Pindreſs, Pinareſs ! 
I ſee y'are very weak indeed. Are not you 


aſhamꝭ d, Girl, to debauch my little Boy? 


Pind. Your Ladyſhip gave me Orders to make h im 
merry, and divert his Melancholy,; and I know no 
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Boy is troubP'd with the Rickets, and a little ſhaking, 
Madam, wou'd do him ſome good. 15 


Lean. I'm tir'd with Impertinence, and have other 


Bus neſs to min (Alde, Exit. 
Pind. I hope your Ladyſhip entertains no ill Opini- 
on of my Virtue. n 


Luc. Truly I don't know what to think on't: But 
I've ſo good an Opinion of your Senſe, as to believe 
you wou'd not play the Fool with a Child. To 

> Pind. We're all ſubject to playing the fool, if you 
continue your Reſolution in marrying the firſt Man 
that as ks you the Queſtion. N 
N Luc. No, my Mind's change d I'll never marry a- 
ny Man. | | | 
Pind. I dare ſwear that Reſolution breaks ſooner 
than the former. [Afide.) Ah, Madam, Madam! 
if you never believe Man again, you muſt never be 


JJ HR. | Sans. 


e Woman again; for tho' we are as cunning as Ser- 
t WW pents, we are naturally as flexible too. Speak inge- 
i nuouſly, Madam, if Mr. Lowewel! ſhou'd, with an 


ie amorous Whine, and ſuppliant Cringe, tell you a for- 
mal Story, contrary to what we ſuſpect; wou'd you 

dl, WH not believe him? 

| Luc, What, believe his vain Aſſertions, before the 
Demonſtration of my Senſes! No, no; my Love's 
not ſo blind. Did I not ſee his Miſs and his Child ? 
did not I beheld him giving her Money? Did I not 

| hear him declare, he would ſettle her in a Loding ? 

Pin. But, Madam, upon ſerious Reflection, where's 

the great harm in all this? moſt Ladies wou'd be o- 
ver. joy d at ſuch a Ditcovery of their Lover's Ability. 
The Child ſeem'd a luſty chopping Boy, and let me 

tell you, Madam, it muſt be a luſty chopping Boy 
that got it. | | | 

Luc. Urge no farther in his Defence; he's a Vil- 

lain, and of all Villains I hate moſt an hypocriti- 
cal one. The Ladies give him the Epithet of mo- 
deft, and the Gentlemen that of ſober Loveavell. Now 
methinks, ſuch a Piece of Debauchery fits ſo auk- 
wardly on a Perſon of his Character, that it adds an 


H Unſeeme 
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Unſeemlineſs to the natural Vileneſs of the Vice; and 
be that dares be a Hypocrite in Religion, will certain- 


Iy be one in Love. Stay, is not that he? 
; [ Pointing outward. 
Pin. Yes, Madam ; I believe he is going to the 


Park. 
Luc. Call a couple of Chairs quickly; we'll thither | 


- 


end. © This Day's Adventures argue ſome intend- 
of Vice — 


upon me, which I may countermine by only 


{tting a Face upon the matter. 
RES | | Puts her Maſque an. 
For as Hypoerifie in Men can move, 


Here the beſt Hypocrite in female Love. 
Oz. even ſcores deſigning Heaven tool care; 
Since Men falſe Hearts, that wwe falſe Faces wear, 
| e 


SCENE, the Park. 


Enter Lovewell and Lyrick meeting ; Lyrick reading, 
- Pt rack thy Reputation, blaſt thy Fame, by 


Aud ia ſtrong grinding Satyr, gibbet up thy Name. 


Tos. What! in a Rapture, Mr. Zyrick? 

Hr. A little poetical Fury, that's all. ———TH 
Squire him; I'll draw his Charecter for the Buffoon 
of a Farce; he ſhall be as famous in Ballad as Robin 


Hood, or Little Fobnz My Muſes ſhall haunt him like 


Demons ; they ſhall make him more ridiculous than 

Dan Qui æot. r 
Love. Becauſe he encounter'd your Windmil-Pate. 

— ha, ha, ha — Come, come, Mr. Zyrict, you 


muſt be N \ 


Hr. Pacify'd, Sir! Zoons, Sir, he's a Fool, has 


not a grain of Senſe. Were he an (ingenious Fel- 


lam, er a Man of Parts, I cou'd bear a kicking from 
him; But an Abuſe from a Blackhead ! I can never 


Per 
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Pert Blockhead, who has purcha?d by the School, 
Fuſt Senſe enough io make a noted Foal. 


That ſtings, Mr Lowenvell, 

Love. Pray, Sir, let me ſee it. wy 

Lyr. Tnis is imperfect, Sir: But if you. pleaſe to 
give your Judgment on this Piece. — (Gaues him a Paper. 

Tis a Burleſque on ſome of our late Writings. 

Love. Ay, you Poets mount frit on the Shoulders 
of your Predeceſſors, to ſee farther in making Diſco- 
veries; and having once got the upper hand, you ſpurn 
them under-foot. I think you ſhou'd bear a Venera- 
tion to their very Aſhes. | | 

Lyr. Ay, if moſt of their Writings had been burnt ! 
declare, Mr. Lovewell, their Fame has only made 
them the more remarkably faulty: Their great Beau- 
ties only illuſtrate their greater Errors. 8 

Love. Well, you ſaw the new Tragedy laſt Night; 


how did it pleaſe ye? 


Hr. Very well; it made me laugh heartily. 

Love. What laugh at a Tragedy | 

Lyr. J laugh to ſee the Ladies cry; to fee fo ma- 
ny weep at the Death of the fabulous Hero: Who 


| wou'd, but laugh, if the Poet that made dem were 


hang d! On my Conſcience, theſe Tragedies make 
the Ladies vent all their Love and Honour at their 
Eyes, when the ſame white Handkerchief that blows 
_ Noſes, muſt be a Winding-Sheet to the deceaſed 

ero. | — | 
Love. Then there's ſomething in the Hatidkerchief 
to embalm him, Mr LZyrick; Haz ha, ha.- 
what Reliſh have you of Comedy ? | | 
Lyr. No ſatisfactory one. My Curioſity is fore- 
ſtal'd by a Fore-knowledge of what ſhall happen: 
For as the Hero in Tragedy, is either a whining, 
cringing Fool, that's always a ſtabbing himſelf, or a 
ranting, hectoring Bully, that's for killing every body 
elie : So the Hero in Comedy is always the Poet's 
Character. H 2 | — 
Lewe. 


64 Love and a Bottle. 


Love. What's that? 

Lyr. A Compound of practical Rake, and FI 
lative Gentleman, who always bears off the great For- 
tune in the Play, and ſhams the Beau and Squire with 
a Whore or Chambermaid ; and as the Cataftrophe of 
all Tragedies is Death, ſo the End of Comedies is 
Marriage. 

Love. And ſome think That the moſt Tragical Con- 
cluſion of the two. 

Tyr. And therefore my . are diverted by a better 
Comedy in the Audience than that upon the $ 


TI have often wonder'd, why Men ſhould be Rad of of 


ſeeing Fools ill repreſented, when at the ſame Time 

and Place, they may behold the mighty Originals a&- 

Ing their Parts to the Life in their Boxes. * 
Love. Oh, be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. Tyriclł, 


'tis your Intereſt. Beauty is the Deity of Poetry ; and 
If. you rebel, you'll certainly run the Fate of your firſt 


Parent the Devil. 

Lyr. You're out, Sir. Beauty i is a merciful Deity, 
and allows us ſometimes to be a little Atheiſtical ; ard 
*ts ſo indulgent to Wit, that it is pleas'd with it, tho 
in the worſt Habit, that of Satyr. Beſides, there can 
appear no greater Argument of our Eſteem, than Rat 
lery, becauſe it is ſtill founded upon Jealoufie ; occaſion'd 
by their preferring ſenſeleſs Fops, and wealthy Fools 


to Men of Wit and Merit, the great Upholders of the 


Empire. | 
Lowe. Now I think theſe F wm of the Ladies 


are more witty than you. 


Lyr. How ſo, pray Sir? 

Love. Becauſe they play the Fool, a that it 
will pleaſe; and your're a Wit, when ſenſible that 
Coxcombs only are encourag'd. I wonder, Mr. Lyric, 
that a Man of your Senſe ſhou'd turn Poet; you'lLhard- 
ly ever find a — that is l of the en 
will undertake it. 

Lyr. The Reaſon of that is, every one that knows 
not a Tittle of the Matter, pretends to be a Judge of it. 
137 Wat the Lard. Mr. Lovewel), I put the Criticks 
next 
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next to the Plague, Peſtilence, and Famine in my Li- 
tany.— Had you ſeen 'em laſt night in the Pit, 
with ſuch demure ſupercilious Faces — their con- 
templative Wigs thruſt judiciouſly backwards; their 
Hands rubbing their 'Temples, to chaſe ill Nature; 
and w.th a hiſſing venomous Tongue, - pronouncin 
Piſh ! Stuff! Intolerable ! Damn him! — 
have Mercy upon us. : | 
Love. Ay, and you ſhall have others as fooliſh as 


they are ill-natur'd ; fond of being thought Wits, who 


ſhall laugh outragiouſly at every ſmutty Juſt ; cry ve- 


ry well, by Gad; that's fine by Heavens; and if a 


Diſtich of Rhime happens, they clap ſo loud, that 
they drown the Teſt, 5 

Lyr. That's the Jeſt. The Wit lies in their Hands: 
and if you would tell a Poet his Fortune, you muſt ga- 
ther it from the Palmiſtry of the Audience; for as 
nothing's ill ſaid, but what's ill taken; ſo nothing's 
well ſaid, but what's well taken. And between you 
and I, Mr. Lowewell, Poetry, without theſe laugh- 


ing Fools, were a Bell without a Clapper ; an empty 


ſounding Bus'neſs, good for nothing ; and all we Pro- 
feſſors might go hang our ſelves in the Bell-ropes. 


Love. Ha, ha, ha, — But I thought Poetry was in- 


ſtructive. | | 


Lyr. Oh Gad forgive me, that's true: To Ladies 


it is morally beneficial ; for you muſt know, they are 
too nice to read Sermons ; ſuch Inſtructions are too 
grols for their refin'd Apprehenſions; but any Pre: 
cepts that may be inſtill'd by eaſy Numbers, ſuch as 


of Rechefter, and others, make great Converts. Then 


they hate to hear a Fellow in a Church preach me- 


thodical Nonſenſe, with a Firfly, Secondly, and Third- 


ly : but they take up with ſome of our modern Plays 
in their Cloſet, where the Morality muſt be deviliſh 
inſtructive — But I muſt be gone; here comes the 
Squire. What, in the Name of Wonder, has he got 

with him! | | 
Love, That which ſhall afford you a more plenti- 
ful Revenge than your Lampoon, if you join with 
M0 | me 


I will be brisk. [Alide.] 
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me in the Plot. To the better effeRing of which, 
you mult be ſeemingly reconciled to him. Let's 
ſtep aſide, and obſerve em, while I give you a hint 


of the matter. 


[Exeunt between the Scenes, _ ſeem to confer 
and bearken, 


Euter Mockmode, leading Trudge dreſ#d like a Widow, 

Mock. This is very fine Weather, bleſſed Weather 
indeed, Madam; *twill do abundance of good to the 
Graſs and Corn. 

Trud. Ay, Sir, the Days are grown a great length; 
and I think the Weather much better here than in 
treland. 

Meck. Why, Madam, were you ever there. 

Trud. Oh no! Not I indeed, Sir; but I have heard 
my. firſt Husband (reſt his Soul) fay ſo; he was an 
Ji Gentleman. 

Mack. I find, Madam, you have lov'd your firſt 
Husband mightily, for you affect his Tone in Diſ- 
courſe.— Pray, Madam, what did that Mour- 
ning coſt a Vard. 

Trud. O Lard What ſhall J ſay now 2 Tis none 
of mine. {de} It coſt, Sir; let me ſee 
it coſt about but it was my Steward bought 
is for me, I never buy ſuch ſmall Things. 

Moc. By the Univerſe, ſhe muſt be plaguy rich! 

. Madam 1 I pray 
Madam, will you give us a Seng? 
Ju. A Song! Indeed then I had a good Voice, 
before Mr. Roebuck ſpoil'd it. 

Mack. Mr. Roebuck! Was that your firſt Husbandd 
Name, Madam: 

Love, bebind.] She'll fait hs 
 Trud. No, Sw; Roebuck was a Doctor that let me 
Blood under. the Tongue for the Quinſey, . and made 
me hoarſe ever ſince. 

Mock. By the Univerſe ſhe's a Widow, and i'Il be 
2 little brick. Madam, wall you t me ſmall 

Favour, 
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Favour, and I will bend upon my Knees to receive 
it. { Kineels, 


Trud. what it's pray ? 
Mack. Only to take off your Garter. 
Lovewell enters. 

Zoons, her thick Leg will diſcover all - by your 
leave, . have you any Pretenſions, to this Lady ? 

U Puſbes Mockmode down. 

Fre I don? t know whether this be an Affront or 

— (fide) — 
a ä for the Lady, that I honour any 
that has Pretenſions to her. 
I crave the Honour of your Acquaintance ? _ 

Love. No, Sir. 

Mock. No, Sir! I gad that muſt be Wit, for it 
can't be good Manners. ——— Sir, I reſpect all Men of 
Senſe, and wou'd therefore beg to know your Name. 
Love. No matter, Sir, T know your Name's Mock- 
mode. 

Mock. By the Univerſe, that's very comical ! That 
a Fellow ſhould pretend to tell me my own Name! 
Another Queſtion, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Love. What is it, Sir! 

Meck. Pray Sir, what's my Chriſten d Name? 

Love. Sir, you don't know. 

Mock. Zauns, Sir, would you 8 me out of 
my Chriſten'd Name? III lay out a Guinea that I do 
know by the Univerſe: (Pulls a handful of Mo- 
zey out.) Here's Silver, Sir, here's Silver, Sir: I can 
command as much Money as another, Sir; I am at 
A ge, Sir, and I won't be banter'd, Sir. 

| Love, Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you Ri- 

val; for your Love to this — is the only Sign of 
Chriſtianity you can boaſt of. - And now, Sir, 
my Name's Loveavell. 

Mock. Then I fay, Sir, that your Love to that 
Lady is the only Sign of a Turk you can brag of.— 
I wiſh Club were come. (Alde. 

Love. Sir, I ſhall certainly circumciſe you, if you 
make any farther Pretenſions to Madam Lucinda here. 
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_ - Mack. Circumciſe me] Circumciſe a Pudding's end, 

"5 83K Zauns, Sir, Ill be judged by the Lady, who 
merits Circumciſion moſt, you or I, Sir. Theſe Lon. 
don Blades are all ſtark mad; - [Lucinda enters, and 
obſerves Lovewell courting Trudge in dumb Signs.) I 
met one about two Hours ago, that had forgot his 
Name, and this Fellow wou'd perſwade me now, that 
I had forgot mine. Mr. Lyric& is the only Man that 
_ ſpeaks plain to me. I muſt be Friends with him, be. 

cauſe I find I may have Occaſion for ſuch a Friend; 
III find him out ſtrait. (Exit. 

Love. Madam, will you walk— [Exit with OW 

| Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward. 

Luc. Now my Doubts are remov'd. 

Pin. Mine are more puzzling. There muſt be 
ſomething in this more than we imagine, You had 
beſt to talk with him. 

Luc. Yes, if my Tongue bore Poiſon in it, and that 
I could ſpit Death in his Face. 

Pin. If he is loſt, your hard Uſage this Morning has 
occaſion'd it. 

Luc. Tam glad on't; I've gain'd by the Loſs; 1 de- 
ſpiſe him more now than ever I lov'd him. That Paſ- 
ſion which can ſtoop ſo low as that Blowze, is an Ob- 
ject too mean for any Thing but my Scorn to vel 
At. 

Pin. This were a critical Minute for your 1 new Lo- 
ver the Squire, I fancy; Mr. Lovervells Diſgrace 
wou'd bring him into Favour preſently. 

Lic. It certainly ſhall, if he be not as den 2 Foal 
as to'ther's falſe. 

Pin. You may be miſtaken in your Opinion of 
im, as much as you have been in Mr. Lowewell. 
Tue. No, Pindreſi; I ſhall find what I read in the 
laſt Miſcellanies very true. 


* 
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SCENE continues. 


Enter feveral Maſques oy ing the Stage, and Roebuck 
following | 


Roeb. Sdeath; What a Coney- borough's here! 
The Trade goes ſwimmingly on. This is the great 
Empory of Lewdneſs, as the Change is of Knavery. 
—— The Merchants cheat the World there, and their 
Wives gull them here. I begin to think Whoring 
ſcandalous, 'tis grown ſo mechanical. — My Mo- 
deſty will do me no good, I fear Madam, are 


you a Whore ? [ Catches a Maſque. 


1 Maſ. Yes, Sir. 

Roeb. Short and Pithy. If ever Woman ſpake 
Truth, I believe thou haſt. (Second Maſque pulls 
him fg the Elbow ) Have you any Buſineſs with me, 
Madam ? | 


2 Maf. Pray, Sir, be . you're miſtaken, 8 
have had an Eye upon this Fellow all this Afternoon. 


( 4fde.) you're miſtaken, Sir. 
Reb. Very likely, Madam; for I imagin' _ 
modeſt, 

2 Maſ. So I am, for I'm marry'd. 

Raeb. And marry'd to your Sorrow, I warrant. 
you ! 

2 Maſ. Ves, upon my Honour, Sir. 

Roeb. I knew it. I have met above a dozen this 
Evening, all marry'd to their Sorrow 
ſuppoſe you're a Citizen's Wife; and by the Broadneſs 
of your Bottom, I ſhou'd gueſs you fat very much be- 
hind a Counter. | 

2 Maſ. My Husband's no Mercer, he” s a Judge. 

Roeb. Zeons a judge; I ſhall be arraig id at the 
Bar for keeping on my Hat fo long Tis very 
hard, Madam, he ſhould not do you Juſtice: Has 
not he an Eſtate in Tail, Madam ? 

2 Maf. I ſeldom examine his Papers: They are a 
of old dry fſhrivell'd Parchments; and this 
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Court-hand is ſo deviliſn crabbed, I can't endure it. 
Roeb. Umph— Then I ſuppoſe, Madam, you 
want a young Lawyer to put your Caſe to. But faith, 
Madam, I am a Judge too. 
Enter Lovewell. 
2 Maſ. O Heavens forbid ! fach a young Man! 
Roeb. That is, I'Il do nothing without a Bribe — 


Pray Madam how does the Watch ftirike ? 


2 Maſ. It never ftrikes, it only points to the Buſi- 


neſs, as you muſt do, withoat telling Tales, Dare: 


ye meet me two Hours hence? 

Roeb. Ah, Madam, but I ſhall never hit the Time 
exactly without a Watch. 

2 Maſ. Well, take it. At ten exactly, at 
the Fountain in the Midale- Temple. Cook upon Litile- 
ton be the Word. (Exit. 
Koeb. So If the Law be all ſuch Volumes 
as thou, Mercy on the poor Students ] From Cook upon 
Littleton in Sheets deliver me. 


Love. What, engag'd ? Myrmidon! I find you'll ne- 


ver quit the Battle, till you have crack'd a Pike in the 
Service. 


Roeb. Oh, dear Friend! Thou'rt nt come to 


my Relief; for faith I'm almoſt tir'd. 


Love. What a miſerable Creature is a Whore ! | 
whom every Fool dares pretend to love, and NE | 
wiſe man hates. 

Roeb. What? Moralizing again! Oh I'll tell the 
News, Man: I'm enter'd in the Inns, by the Lard } 

Love. Pſhaw. 

| Roeb, Nay, if you won't believe me, ſee my Note 
of Admiſſion. [s beaus the Watch. 

Love. A Gold Watch, Boy ! | 


Roeb. Ah, a Gold Watch, Boy. 
Love. Whence bad you Money to buy it ? 
| Roeb. I took it upon Tick, and I defign to pay ho- 


Love. I don't like this running o'th'Score. — But 
what News from Lucinda, Boy? is 2 kind? Ha? 


— 


Euer 
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1 E nter a Maſque croſſing the Stage. | 
Roeb. Ha ! there's a ſtately Cruiſer ; I muſt give 


her one Chace PI tell you when I return, | 
[Exit running, 9 
| Love. I find he has been at a Loſs there, which 1 
: occaſions his Eagerneſs for the Game here. I begin F 
to repent me of my Suſpicion ; I believe her Virtue ſo f 
: ſacred, that *tis a Piece of Atheiſm to diſtruſt its Ex- 2 
>. iſtence. But Jealouſy in Love, like the Devil in Reli- 2 
gion, is ſtill raiſing Doubts, which without a firm I 
4 Faith in what we adore, will certainly damn us. | 4 
Enter a Porter. | 
t Por. Is your Name Mr. Roebuck, Sir? 1 
: Love. What wou'd you have with Mr. Roebuck, q 
, Sir ? 1 
. I Por. J have a ſmall Note for him, Sir. ] 
y Love. Let me fee't. J 
| Por. Ay, Sir; if your Name be Mr. Roebuck, Sir. 3 
G Eove. My Name is Roebuck, Blockhead. 9 
Por. God bleſs you, Maſter. | 
[Gives him a Letter, and Exit. | 
0 Love. This is ſome tawdry Billet, with a ſerawling 4 
Adicu at the End on't. Theſe ftroling Jades know 'a 4 
E young wholeſome Fellow newly come to Town, as well 1 
"Þ as a Parſon's Wife does a fat Gooſe. Tis certainly 1 
| ſome Secret, and therefore ſhall be known. | 
2 (Opens the Telter. | 
; 8 IX, Tueſday three a- Clock. 
0 NA — you this Morning was ſome- | 
-- '** avhat ftrange; but I ſhall tel » you the Cauſe of it, 
if you meet me at Ten this Night in our Garden; the | 
Back door hall be open. | 
8 ä Yours Lucinda. 
| j 
t Oh Heav'ns ! emily ir eve he! ZL. U, C., I, N. D, 4; 
7 that ſpells Woman. was never written fo plain be- 
ove. Roebuck, thou'ry as true an Oracle, as the's a 


— 3 | fatſe 
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falſe one. Oh thou damn'd Sys I have courted 
thee theſe three Years, and cou'd never obtain above 
a Kiſs of the Hand, and this Fellow in an Hour or 
| two has obtain'd che Back-door open. Mr. Roebuck, 
fince I have diſcover'd ſome of your Secrets, I'll make 
bold to open ſome more of em — But how ſhall I 
ſhake him off? — Oh, I have it; I'P ſeek him in- 
ſtantly. eri. 
Enter Roebuck meeting fle Perter. 

| Roeb., Here, you, Sir, have you a Note for one 3 
Roebuck ? 

Por. I had, Sir; but I gave it to him juſt now. 

Roeb. You lie, Sirrah 3 I am the Man. 

Por. I an't poſitive I gave it to the right Perſon ; 
but I'm very ſure I did, for he anſwer'd the Deſcrip- 

tion the Page gave to a T, Sir. 
Neoeb. I was well I met that Page, Dog, or now 
ſhou'd I cut thy Throat, Raſcal. | 
Por. Bleſs your Worthip, noble Sir. (Exit. 
Roeb. At Ten, in the Garden! The Back-door 
open ! Oh the delicious Place and Hour! Soft pantipg 
Breaſts, trembling Joints ! melting Sighs! And eager 
Embraces ! Oh Extaſy !—But how to ſhake of Love- 
avell ;—This is his nicely virtuous ! Ha, ha, ha. 
This is his innate Principle of Virtue ! Ha, ha, ha. 
Enter Lovewell. | 
Love. How now! Why ſo merry ? 
 Roeb. Merry! Why, 'twould make a Dog ſplit, 
Man ; Ha, ha, ha The Watch, Sir, the Watch; 
Ha, ha, ha. | 

Love. What of the Watch ? Von laugh by the 
Hour; you'll be run down by and by, ſure ! 

Roch. Ah, but I ſhall be wound up again. This 
Watch J had for a Fee, Lawyer —-— Shou'd I ever be 
try'd before this Judge, how I ſhou'd laugh to ſee how 
gravely his Goo! e Cap ſits upon a Pair of Horns; Ha, 


ha, ha. 
Love. Thou rt Horn- mad. Prithee leave en 


nence. 1 receiv'd a Note jolt x now. 
FL. Rab, 
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Roecb. A Note ! Sdeath, what Note! What d'ye 
mean? Who brought it? 
Lye. A Gentleman; tis a Challenge. ; 
Rach. Oh, Thanks to the Stars! I'm glad on't. 


( fade. 
Love. And you may be ſignally ferviceable to me 


in this Affair. I can give you no greater Teſtimo- 


ny of my Affection, than by making ſo free with 
ou. — 

Roeb. What needs all this Formality ? I'll be thy 

Second, without all this Impertinence. 
Lowe. There's more than that, Friend. In the 
firſt Place, I don't underſtand a Sword; and again, 
I'm to be call'd to the Bar this Term, and ſuch a Bu- 
lineſs might prejudice me extremely. So, Sir, you 
muſt meet and fight for me. 

Roeb. Faith, Lowvexvell, J ſhan't Rick to cat a Throat 
for my Friend at any Time, ſo I may do it fairly, or 
ſo - The Hour and Place? 

Love. This very Evening in Moorfields. 

Roeb. Umph! How will you employ your ſelf the 
while ? 


Love. I'll follow you at a Diſtance, le& you have 
any foul Play. t 

Roeb. Which if you do No, faith Ned, ſince 
I'm to anſwer an Appointment for you, you muſt make 
good an Aſſignation for me. I'm to meet one of your 
Ladies at the Fountain in the Temple To- night. You 
may be call'd to the Bar there, if you will. This 
Watch will tell you the Hour, and ſhall be your Paſs- 
port. Let me have yours. (Change Watches. 

Love. Oh! Was that the Jeſt ? Ha, ha, ha, 
Well, I will anſwer an Aſſignation for you fare enough, 
Ha, ha, ha. How readily does the Fool run to 
have his Throat cut ? (Aae. 

Roeb. How eagerly now does my Moral Friend run 


to the Devil, having Hopes of Profit in the Wind! I 
have ſhabb'd him off purely. 


| * had you this rats Jewel! 


: (Viewing one ꝙ d to the Watch. 
L Love. 


— But prithee, Ned, 
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Tove. Pſhaw! A Triflez a Trifle; from a Miftref 
—— Take care on't tho'. But hark ye, George ; don't 
puſh too home; have a Care of whipping thro” the 
Guts, 

Roeb Gad, I'm afraid one or both of us may fall. 
But dy'e hear, Nea, remember you ſent me on this 
Errand, and are therefore anſwerable for all Miſchief; 
if I do whip my Adveriary thro” the Lungs or ſo, re- 
member you ſet me upon't. 

Lowe. Well, honeſt George, you won't believe how 
much you oblige me in this Courteſie. 

Roeb. You know always I oblige my ſelf by ſerving 
my Friend I never thought this Spark was a 
Coward before. ( Afede. 

Love. I never imagin'd this Fellow was ſo eaſy be- 
fore. (Aſide.) Well, good Succeſs to us both; and 
_ we meet, well relate all Tranſadtions that 


Reeb. That you” re a Fool. 
Love. That you're an Als. 


(Exeunt feveralh, laughing, 


— Lovewell craſing the Stage haflity, Mockmode 
and Lyrick following . 
Tyr. Mr. Lowvewell a Word w'ye. 
Love. Let it be ſhort, pray Sir, for my horn is 
urgent, and tis almoſt dark. 

Lyr. I'm reconeil'd to the Squire, and want only 
the Preſentment of a Copy of Verſes to ingratiate my 
ſelf wholly, throughly. | Let me a__ that Piece I 
lent you juſt now. 

Love. Ay, ay, with all my Heart, —— Here, — 
farewell. 

” (Pull, the Poem haſtily, and juſtles out a Letter 

| with it, which Mockmode takes up. 

Hr. Now, Sir, here's a Poem, which (according to 
the Way of us Poets) I fay, was written at fifteen, but 

Þetween you and I, it was made at five and twenty. 
Mock. Five and wueaty l When i is a Poet at 


cnet pray, Sir ? 


Lyr 5 
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yr. At the third Night of his firſt Play; for he's 
never a Man till then. 

Mock. But when at Years of Diſcretion ? 

Tyr. When they leave Writing; and that's ſeldom 
or never. 

Mock. But who are your Guardians? 

Lyr. The Criticks, who with their good Will, wou'd 


never let us come to Age. But what have you got 


there ? 
Mack. By the Univerſe, I don't know; *tis a Wo- 


man's Hand; ſome Billet-Deux, I ſuppoſe ; it juſtI'd: 


out of LovewelPs Pocket, We'll to the next Light and 
tx. (Exeunte. 


SCENE a dark Arbour in Lucinda”; Conti, 


Enter Roebuck Solus. 

Roeb. Oh, how I reverence a Back-door half open, 
Half ſhut !, Tis the narrow. Gate to the Lover's Para- 
diſe; Cupid ſtood Centry at the Entrance, Love was- 
the Word, and he let me paſs —- Now is my Friend. 
pleading for Life ; he has a puzzling Caſe to manage, 
ten to-one he's non-ſuited ; I have gull'd him fairly. 


Enter Lovewell. | 
Love. I've got in, Thanks to my Stars, or rather 
the Clouds, whoſe Influence is my beſt. Friend at pre- 
ſent. Now is Roebuck gazing, or rather groping about 
for a Fellow with a long Sword; and I know his fight- 
mg Humour will be as mad to be baulk'd by any Ene- 
my, as by a Miſtreſs. 
Roeb. Hark, hark! I hear a Voice ; . it muſt be ſhe 
Lucinda] 
Tove. True to the Touch, I find. Is 18 my 
Dear ? 
Roeb. Yes, my Dear. 
Love. Let me embrace thee, my Heart, 
Roeb. Come to my Arms. 
(Run into each others 4. Finding the Miſtale, 
1 * 


f 
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Lowe. 'Slife! a Man! | 
Rach. *Sdeath ! a Devil And wert thou a Le- 
gion, here's a Wand ſnou d coijure thee down 
(Draws, 


Love. We ſhall find whoſe Charm is ſtrongeſt. 
(Draws, 
They puſh by one another ; Roebuck paſſes out at the 
 efpofite Door: And as Lovewell is tof ing out on 
the other Side of the 8 tage, 


Enter Leanthe. 
. Lean. Mr. Roebuck ! Sir | Mr. Roebuck ! 
(With a Night Gown over his Cloaibs. 
"I That's a Woman' J Voice, Pl [WEAT ——— 
Madam. ä 
Lean. Sir. 
Lowe. Come, my dear Lucinda; I've ſtaid a little 
_ too long ; but making an Apology now were only 
| lengthning the Offence. Let's into the Arbour, and 
make up for the Moments miſpent. 
Lean. Hold Sir : Do you love this Lucinda you're 
ſo fond of hauling into the Arbour ? 
Lowe. Yes, by all that's powerful. 
8 Lean. Falſe, falſe Roebuck, / . de. 5 am 
ſt. 
- Love. Madam, do you love this Roebuck, that you 
open'd the Garden-door to ſo late? 
| Lean. I'm afraid I do too well. | 
Tove. And did you never own an Aſfection to ano- 
ther? 
Lean. No; n all thoſe Powers you juſt now 
mention d. | 
Love. ſeven: your ſelves, ye Heavens. Behold 
in me your Accuſer, and your Judge. Behold Lowe- 
well, injur'd Lowewell. — This Darkneſs, which op- 
portunely hides your Bluſhes, makes your Shame more 
monſtrous. _ 
Lean. Ha! Lovewell! Tm vex'd 'tis he, but glad 
to be miſtaken. —— Now, Female Policy, aſſiſt me. 


: Love, 


Whilſt heedleſs Innocence {till falls on Ruin; 
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Love. Ves, Madam, your Silence proclaims you 


| ouilty Farewell, Woman. 


Lean. Ha, ha, ha. 

Love. What am I made your Scorn ? | 

Lean. Ha, ha, ha. This happens better than I 
expected. Ha, ha, ha. Mr. Lovewwell ! 

Love. No Counter-plotting, Madam; the Mine's 
ſprung already, and all your Deceit diſcovered. 2 

Lean. Indeed, you're a fine Fellow at diſcovering 
Deceits, I muſt confeſs, that cou'd not find whether 1 
was a Man or a Woman all this Time. 

Love. What, the Page ! | 

Lean. No Counter-plotting, good Sir; the Mine's 
ſprung already. — Ah, Sir, I fancy Mr. Roebuck is 
better at diſcovering a Man from a Woman in the dark, 
thin you. © 1 | 

Love. This Diſcovery is the greateſt Riddle! 
Prithee, Child, what makes thee diſguis'd ? But above 
all, what meant that Letter to Roebuck ? 1 

Lean. Then I find you intercepted it. Why, 
Sir, my Lady had a Mind to put a Trick upon the 
impudent Fellow, made him an Aſſignation, and ſent 
me in her Stead, to banter him, But when I tell her 
how you fell into the Snare, and how jealous you 


were Ha, ha, ha. 


Love. Oh my little dear Rogue! was that the Mat- 
ter? — [Hugs her.] O' my Conſcience, thou'rt ſo ſoft, 
believe thou'rt a Woman ſill. —— But who was that 
Man I encounter'd juſt now ? 

Lean. A Man! Twas certainly Roebuck. — [ Afide 
Some of the Foot-men, I ſuppoſe. Come, Sir, I 
mutt condutt you out immediately, leſt ſome more of 
'em meet you, | 8 


[Condutts him to the Door and returns. 
He certainly was here, and I have miſs'd him, 
Fortune delights with Innocence to play, 
And loves to hoodwink thoſe already blind. 
Wary Deceit can many By-ways tread, 
To ſhun the Blocks in Virtues open Road, 


Yet, 
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Vet, whilſt by Love inſpir'd, I will purſue, 
What Men by Courage, we by Love can do. 
Not even his Falſhood ſhall my Claim remove; 7 
From mutual Fires none can true Paſſion prove; 
For like to like, is Gratitude, not Love. 


The End ef the Fourth ACT. 
ECP LNCS REL EIT 
r. 
SCENE, An Anti- cbamber in Luecin- 
da's Houſe; the Hat Scene half open, dif- 


covers a Bed-chamber : Lucinda in ber 
' Night-gown, and reading by a Table. 


Enter Roebuck, groping his Way. 


Roeb. N what new happy Climate am I thrown ? 
Ge: This Houſe is Love's Labyrinth. z I have 
fumbled into it by Chance. Ha ! an IIluſion ] let 
me look again. Eyes, if you play me falſe, | Leol- 
ing about.] I'll pluck ye out — * Tis the ! tis Lucinda! 
alone, undreſs'd, in a. Bedchamber, between Eleven 
and Twelve a Clock. A bleſſed Opportunity 
—— Now if her innate Principle of Virtue defend her, 
then is my innate Principle of Manhood not worth 
Twopence. — Hold, ſhe comes forward. 

5 [Lucinda approaches reading. 

Luc. Unjuſt Pretogative of faithleſs Man, 

Abuſing Pow's which partial Heaven has granted! 
In former Ages, Love and Honour ftood 
As Props and Beauties te the Female Cauſe ; 
But now lie proftitute to Scorn and Sport. 
Man, made our Monarch, is a Tyrant grown, 
And Woman-kind muſt bear a ſecond Fall. 


Racb, 


97 


n. 
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Roeb. [ Afede.-] Ah, and a third too, or Tm miſta- 
ken. —1 muſt divert this plaguy Romantick 


Humour. 


Luc. While Virtue guided Peace, and Honour War, 
Their Fruits and Spoils were Off rings made to Love. 

Roeb. And *tis ſo ftill ; for Crasſing his Faice.}] 

Beau with earlieſt Cherries Miſs does grace, 
And Soldier offers Spoils of Flanders Lace. 

Luc. Ha! —— Protect me Heay'ns! what art thou? 

Roeb. A Man, Madam. 

Luc. What accurſed Spirit has driven you hither ? 

Roeb. The Spirit of Fleſh and Blood, Madam. 

Luc. Sir, what Encouragement have you ever re- 
"ceived to prompt you to this Impudence? 

Racb. Umph? I muſt not own the Reception of a 
Note from her. [4/ide.] Faith, Madam, I know not 
whether to attribute it to Chance, Fortune, my good. 
Stars, my Fate, or my Deſtiny : But here I am, Ma- 
dam, and here I will be. [Taking her by the Hand: 

Luc. [ Pulling ber Hand away.] If a Gentleman, my 
Commands may cauſe you to withdraw); if a Ruffian, 
my Footman ſhall diſpoſe of you. 

Roch. Madam, I'm a Gentleman ; I know how to 
oblige a Lady, and how to ſave her Reputation. My 
Love and Honour go link'd together; they are my 
Principles; and if you'll be my Second, we'll engage 
immediately. 

Luc. Stand off, Sir; the Name of Love and Ho- 
nour are burleſqu'd by thy profeſſing em. Thy Love 


is Impudence, and thy Honour a Cheat. Thy Mein 
and Habit ſhew thee a Gentleman; but thy Behaviour 


is brutal. Thou art a Centaur; only one part Man, 
and the other Beaſt. | 

Koeb. Philoſophy in Petticoats! No wonder Wo- 
men wear the Breeches ; [ Aſide.] and, Madam, you. 
are a Demi-Goddeſs ;. only one part Woman, tother 


Angel; and thus divided, claim my Love and — 
ration. 


Tuc. 
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Luc. Honourable Love is the Parent of Mankind 
but thine is the Corrupter and Debaſer of it. -—-The 
Paſſion of you Libertines, is like your Drunkenneſ : 
heat of Luft, as t'other is of Wine, and off with the 
next Sleep. 

Roeb. No, Madam ; ; an Hair of the ſame is 
my Receipt. — Come, come, Madam, all things are 
laid to reſt that will diſturb our Pleaſure; whole Na- 
ture favours us; the kind indulgent Stars that directed 
me hither, wink at what we are about Twere 
Jilting of Fortune to be now idle; and ſhe, like a 
true Woman, once baulk*d, never affords a fecond-Op- 
portunity. I'Il put out the Candle, the Torch of 
Love ſhall light us to Bed. 

Luc. To Bed, Sir! Thou haſt Impudence e- 
nough to draw thy Rationality in Queſtion. Whence 
proceeds it? From a vain Thought of thy own Graces, 
or an Opinion of my Virtue; If from the lat- 
ter, know that I am a Woman, whoſe Modeſty dare 
not doubt my Virtue ; yet have ſo much Pride to ſup- 
port it, that the dying Groans -of thy whole Sex at 
my Feet, ſhould not extort an immodeſt Thought 
from me. 

Roeb. Your Thoughts may be as modeſt as you 
pleaſe, Madam. You ſhall be as virtuous - 
morrow Morning as e' er a Nun in Europe; the 
nion of the World ſhall proclaim you ſuch, and thats 8 
the ſureſt Charter the moſt rigid Virtue in Exgland is 
held by. The Night has no Eyes to ſee, nor have [ 
a Tongue to tell: One Kiſs ſhall ſeal up my Lips for 
ever. 

Luc. That uncharitable Cenſure of Women, argues 
the Meanneſs of thy Converſation. 

Roeb. Her ſuperior Virtue awes me into Coldneſs. 

— 'Slife ! it can't be twelve ſure. — Night's a Lyar. 
[Draws out his Watch. 

Luc. Sir, if you won't be gone, I mult fetch thoſe 

ſhall conduct you hence. -— My Eyes are dazled ſure. 
[Paſſing by him towards the Door, ſhe perceives 

the Fewel ty'd to the Watch. 

Pray, 


 fhou'd, I've made the better Exchange. 
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Pray, Sir, let me ſee that Jewel. z 

Roeb. By Heavens, ſhe has a mind to't ! —Oh, tis 
at your Service with all my Soul. 

Luc. Wrong not my Virtue by ſo poor a Thought. 
— — But anſwer directly, as you are a Gentleman, to 
what I now ſhall ask : whence had you that Jewel ? 

Roeb. I exchanged Watches with a Gentleman, and 
had this Jewel into the Bargain. He valu'd it not, 
'twas a 1 rifle from a Miſtreſs. 

Luc. A Trifle ! faid he: Oh Indignation, am I 
{lighted thus ! —— I'll put a Jewel out of his Power, 
that he wou'd pawn his Soul to retrieve. If you 
be a Gentleman, Sir, whom Gratitude can work up to 
Love, or a virtuous Wife reclaim, I'll make you a 
large Return for that Trifle. 

Roeb. Hey-day ! a Wife, faid ſhe. 

Luc. What's your Name, Sir, and of what Coun- 

? 75 

Roecb. My Name's Roebuck, Madam. 

Luc. Roebuck. 

Roeb. *Sdeath ! I forgot my Inſtructions,. — Meock- 
mode, Madam. 
and Sur- Name. 

Luc. Maockmode, my Squire! it can't be ! But if it 


Of what 

Family are you, Sir? | = 

Roeb. Of Mockmode- Hall in Shroffoire, Madam: My 
Father's lately dead ; I came lately from the Univer- 
lity ; I have Fifteen hundred Acres of as good fighting 
Ground as any in England. Twas lucky I met 
that Blockhead to Day. | 

Luc. The very ſame. — And had you any 
Directions to court a Lady in London? 

Roeb. Umph! How thou'd I have found the 
way hither elſe, Madam ? What the Devil will this 


come to ? Aide. 


Luc. My Fool that I dreamt of, I find a pretty Gen- 
tleman. — Dreams go by Contraries— Well. Sir, 
I am the Lady; and if your Deſigns are honourable, 
Pm yours; take a turn in the Garden, till I ſend for 

| my 


Roebuck Mockmode, my Name, 


Aide. 
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my Chaplam : You muſt take me immediately, for if 
I cool, I'm loſt for ever. | Exit. 

Roeb. I think I am become a very ſober Sropſgire 
Gentleman in good earneſt; I don't ſtart at the Name 
of the Parſon. Oh Fortune! Fortune ! what art 
thou doing ? If thou and my Friend will throw me 
into the Arms of a fine Lady, and a great Fortune, how 
the Devil can I help it! Oh but, Zeons, there's Mar- 
Tiage ! Ay, but there's Money. Oh but there are 
Children, ſquawling Children! Ay, but then there 


are Rickets and Small. Pox, which perhaps may carry 


them all away. — Oh but there's Horns ! Horns ! 
Ay, but then I ſhall go to Heaven; for tis but rea- 
ſonable, fince all Marriages are made in Heaven, that 
all Cuckolds ſhould go thither. - But then, there's 
Leanthe! that ſticks. I love her, witneſs, Heaven, I 
love her to that Degree. Pſhaw, I ſhall whine pre- 


ſently. I love her as well as any Woman, and what 


can ſhe expect more? I can't drag a Lover's Chain a 


hundred Miles by Land, and a hundred Leagues by 


Water. Fortune has decreed it otherwiſe—— 80 
lead on, blind Guide, I'll follow thee ; and when the 


blind leads the blind, no wonder they both fall into 


— — Matrimony. {Going out, meets Leanthe.] Oh my 
dear auſpicious little Mercury] let me kiſs thee —— 
Go tell thy charming Miſtreſs, J obey. her Commands, 


| i. 
Enter Leanthe. | 
Lean. Her Commands ! Oh Heavens! I muſt fol 
tow him. rates Io [ Going, 
Luc. Page, Page. SN 
Lean. Oh my cursd Fortune! baulk'd-again ! — 
Madam. . | 
Luc. Call my Chaplain; I'm to be marry'd pre- 
fently. FEY | 
. Marry'd ſo ſuddenly ! To whom, pray Ma- 
— 5 -- | 
Luc. To the Gentleman you met going hence juli 


Lean, 
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Lean. Oh Heavens! your Ladyſhip is not in earneſt, 
Madam g N | | 
Luc. What, is Matrimony to be made a Jeſt of? 
| Don't be impertinent, Boy; call him inſtantly. 
Loan. What ſhall I do? ——Oh, Madam, ſuſpend 
it till the Morning, for Heav'ns ſake. Mr. Loveavell's 
in che Houſe ; I met him not half an Hour ago; and 
he will certainly kill the Gentleman, and perhaps 
| harm your Ladyſhip. . 
| Luc, Lovewell in my Houſe! how came he hi- 
ther? | 
| Lean. I know not, Madam. I ſaw him, and talk'd 
to him; he had his Sword drawn, and he threaten'd 
t every body. Pray delay it to Night, Madam. 
: Luc. No, I'm reſolv'd; and I'll prevent his diſco- 
[ vering us; Til put on a Suit of your Cloaths, and or- 
der Pindre/5 to carry her Night-Gown to the Gentle- 
man in the Garden, and bid him meet me in the 
lower Arbour, ih the Weſt Corner, and ſend the 
| Chaplain thither inſtantly. [ Exit. 


4 Lean. Hold, Fortune, hold; thou haſt entirely won! 
ie For I am loſt. Thus long I have been rack'd 

to On thy tormenting Wheel, and now my — 
| EST, : 13 (b 4 
7 Diſcovering who I am, expoſes me to Shame. ; 

6. Then what on Earth can help me? 

7 Enter Pindreſs. 

01 Pin. Oh Lord, Page, what's the matter? Here's 
19. old doings, or rather new doings. Prithee, let you 


and I throw in our 'T'wo-pence a- piece into this Mar- 
2 riage- Lottery. | 

Lian, You'll draw nothing but Blanks, I'll aſſure 
res you, from me. But ſtay, let me conſider o'th* 


| Buſineſs, 
FY Ping. No Conſideration ; the Bus'neſs muſt be done 
hand over head. 5 
jul Lean. Well, I have one Card to play ſtill; and 


with you, Pindvreſs. { Takes ber Hand. 
.. Ping, 


9 band l 
& 


aſleep ; don't wake me. 


Ba. Love and a Bottle. 
Pind. Vou expect tho that I ſhould turn up Trump, 


Lean. No, not if I ſbuffle right. ¶ Hide. — Well, 


Pindreſs, tis a Match. Be gone to the lower Arbour, 
at the Weſt-corner of the Garden, and I'll come to 
thee immediately with the Chaplain: You muſt not 
whiſper, for we muſt paſs upon the Chaplain for my 


Lady and the Gentleman. —— FHaſte. 


"Pind. Sha'n't I put on my new Gown firſt ? 

Lean. No, no, you ſhall have a Green-Gown for 
your Wedding in the Arbour. 

Pind. A Green-Gown ! — Well, all Fleſh is Graf, 

Lean. Make haſte, my Spouſe, Ay. 


Pind. And will you come? will you be fure to 


come ? O my little Green- Gooſebery, my 
Teeth waters at ye. 
Lean. Now Chance. 


N 0, thou' rt blind. 


BF; Ln Love, be thou my Guide, and ſet me right ; 
The . like Chance, you bawe beft- Eyes 9 Night. 


SCENE Bulfinch's Houſe. 


| Enter Lovewell, Bruſh and Servant. : 
Love. Mr. Lyrick abroad, ſay ſt thou! 110 Meck 


[Exit 


e are with him 


Serv. All abroad, my Miſtreſs and all. 

Love. I don't underſtand this. Bruſh, run to Is 
cinda's Lodgings, and obſerve what's doing there: | 
ſpy'd ſome haſty Lights glancing thro the Rooms; 
Tl follow you preſently. [Exit | Bruſh. — Can't you 
inform me which way they went? 

Serv. Perhaps Mr. Mockmod?'s Man can inform ye. 

Love. Pray call him. 

Serv. Mr. Club, Mr. Club... - 

Love. What, is the Fellow deaf ? 

Serv. No, Sir, but he's aſleep, and in Bed. 


Mr. Club, Mr. Club. | 
. Augh [Yawning.] Tm * g 
Augh. 


Serv 


t. 
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Serv. Here's a Gentleman wants ye. 
Enter Club, with his Cont unbutton'd, his Garters un- 
ty'd, Arena. and yawning, as newly alen d 
2 Bed. 
Club. Pox O your London Breeding ; 3 what makes 
you waken a Man out of his Sleep that way? 
Love. Where's your Maſter, pray Sir? 
Club, Augh »Tis a fad thing to be broken 
of one's Reſt this way. 
Love. Can you inform me where your Mader 8 


gone? 
Club. My Maſter ! Augh 
LStretebing and yawning. 
Lowe. Yes, Sir, your Maſter. 
Club. My Maſter ! - Augh ——— What a Clock 


is it, Sir? I believe tis paſt Midnight, for I have 
gotten my firſt Sleep. Augh ——— 

Love. Thou'rt aſleep ſtill, Blockhead, Anſwer me, 
Where's your M aſter? 


Or 


you cal'd me — Augh. I thought my Maſter's 
great black Stone horſe had broke looſe among the 
Mares, — Augh. — And fo, Sir, you call'd me. 
Augh. And ſo I awaken'd 

Love. Sirrah, [Serikes him.] —————— Now, your 
Dream's out, I ho 

Club. Zauns, Sir ! ! what d'ye mean, Sir? My Ma- 
ſter's as good a Man as you, Sir; Dem me, Sir. 

Love. Tell me preſently where your Maſter is, Sir- 


rah, or I'll duſt the Secret out of your Jacket. 


Club. Oh Sir, your Name's Lovewell, Sir! 
Love. What then, Sir ? 
Club. Why then my Maſter is — where you are 


not, Sir. —— My Maſter's in a fine Lady's Arms, and 


you are here, I take it. {[Shrugging. 

Love. Has he got a Whore a Bed with him ? 

Club. He may be Father to the Son of a Whore by 
this time, if your Miſtreſs Lucinda be one. Mr. Ly- 
rick did his Bus neſs, and my Maſter will do her Bu. 
ſineſs, I warrant him, if o'th* right Shroj/bire Breed, 

I which 


Club. Augh ——I had the pleaſanteſt Dream when 


* 


— 
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which I'm ſure he is, for my Mother nurs'd him on 
my Milk. 

Love. Two Calves ſuckl'd on the ſame Cow ——. 
Ha, ha, ha. Gramercy Poet; has he brought the 
Play to a Cataſtrophe fo ſoon ? A rare Executioner, 
to clap him 1 in the Female Pillory _— ha, ha, 
ha. 

Club. Ay, Sir; and-a Pillory, that you wou'd give 
your Ears for ; I warrant, you think my Maſter's over 
Head and Ears in the /r;/5 Quagmire you wou'd have 


- drown'd him in. But, Sir, we have found the bottom 


on't. 
Love. He may paſs over the Quagmire, Sirrah; 


ſor there were ſtepping Stones laid in his Way. 


Clab. He has got over dry-ſhod, I' Il aſſure you. — 
Pray, Sir, did not you receive a Note from Lucinda, 


the true Lucinda, to meet her at Ten in her Garden, 
to Night; 3 


Why don't you laugh now? Ha, ha, 
Lowe. "Sdeath, Raſcal, What Intelligence cou'd you 


have of that? 


Club. Hold, Sir, I have more Intelligence. You 


"threw Mr. Lyrict his Poem, in a hurry, in the Part, 
and juftled that ſweet Letter out of your Pocket, Sir 


This Letter fell into my Maſter's Hands, Sir, and 


diſcover'd your Sham, Sir, your Trick, Sir. Now, 


Sir, I think you are as deep in the Mud as he is in 


the Mire. 


Love. Curs'd Misfortune . where are they 
gone, Sir? Quickly, the Truth, the whole Trut, 
Dog, or I'll ſpit you like a Sparrow. | 


Club. I defign to tell you, Sir. Mr. Lyrick, Sir, Bl 
being my Maſter's intimate Friend, or ſo, upon a 
Bribe of a Hundred Pounds, or ſo, has fided with 


him, taken him to Lucinda's Garden in your ſtead, 
and there's a Parſon, and all, and fo forth —— Now, 
Sir, I hope the Poet has brought the Play to a very 


good Cata— Cata—- what d'ye on him, Sir? 


4 | Tout: 


1 


Love. "Twas he I encounter'd i in the Garden. - 
'Sdeath ! Trick'd by the Poet; I'll cut off one of his 
Limbs, I'll make a Ane of him, 1 

Club. He, he, he! — Two Calves ſuckl'd on the 
ſame Cow ! He, he, he! | 
| Love. Nay, then I begin with you. (Drubs him. 
Club. Zauns! Murder! Demme! Zauns! Mur- 
der! Zauns! (Runs off, Lovewell after bim. 


Houſe ; a Hat and a e on the Table. 


Enter Bruſh. | 
Bras. I have been peeping and crouching about 
like a Cat a mouſing. Ha! I ſmell a Rat a Sword 
and a Hat! — There are certainly a pair of Breeches 
appertaining to theſe, and may be lap'd up in my 
Lady's Lavender, who knows ? ( Liſtens. 


Enter Lovewell in a 19. | 
Love. What, Sir? What are you doing Pm ruin d, 
trick d. 
Bruſb. 1 believe ſo too, Sir.—See here | 
(Shews the Hat and Sword, 
Love.” By all my hopes, Roebuck's Hat and Sword. 
This is Miſchief upon Miſchief. Run you to the 


Garden, Sirrah ; and if you find any Body, ſecure 


'em, I'll ſearch the Houſe Pm ruin'd! ——— Fly, 
Roebuck f — — What hog—— — Roebuck ? — —hoa ? 


„Ester Roebuck unbutton d; rant to Lovewell and (ms 

; braces him. 

Rieb. Dear, dear Lovewell, with me Joy, wiſh me 
Joy, my Friend. 

Love. Of what, Sir? 

| Reeb. Of the deareſt, tender'ſt, whiteſt, ſofteſt 
Bride, that ever bleſt Man's Arms. Pm all Air, all a 


Cupid, all Wings, and muſt fly again to her Embia- 
ces, Detain me not, my Friend. 


I 2 Love. 
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SCENE changes to the Anti. eee 1 Lucinda's 
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. Love. Hold Sir, I ou mock me! tho tha 
it ſelf's unkind.- OP : 
_ Roeb. Mock you! By Heaven- 8. no, She's 
more than Senſe can bear, or Tongue mY 
O Lacinda! Shou'd Heaven | 
Love. Hold, Sir, no more. 
e Tm on the Rack of Plealure, and muſt con- 
W 
When her ſoft melting, white, and yielding Waſte, 
Within my preſſing Arms was folded faſt, 
Our Lips were melted down by Heat of . 
And lay incorporate in liquid Kiſſes. 
Whilſt in _ broken Sighs, we da each other 's 
S 


Lowe. Come, come, 8 no more of this Ex- 


travagance * Heav'n I ſwear you ſha'n't 
marry her.. 

Roeb. By Heav'n I fear ſo too; for I'm marry'd 
already. 


Love. Then thou'rt a Villain. 
| Roeb. A Villain, Man ! — Pſhaw, har s Non- 
ſenſe, A poor Fellow can no ſooner get marry'd, 
than you imagine he may be calld a Villain preſent- 
- You may call me a Fool, a Blockhead, or 
an Aſs, by the Authority of Cuſtom - : But why a 
Villain, for God's fake? E | 
Love. Did not you engage to meet, and fight a 
Gentleman for me in Moorfields. = j 
Roeb. Did not you promiſe to engage a Lady for 
me at the Fountain, Sir ? : 
Love. This Lucinda is my Miſtreſs, Sir. 
Roeb. This Lucinda, Sir, is my Wife. FS, 
Love. Then this decides the matter. Draw. 
(Throws Roebuck his Sword and draws his own, 
Roeb. Prithee be quiet, Man, I've other Buſineſs 
to mind on my Wedding- -night. I muſt in to my 
Bride. (Going. 
Love. Hold, Sir; move a ſtep, and by Heavens 
III ſtab thee, 


Roeb. 
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Roeb, Put up, put up; Pſhaw, I a'n't Prepar d to 
die; I an't, Devil take me. 

Love. Do you dally with me, Sir? | 

Reeb. Why, you won't be fo eld as to 
kill a Man fo ſuddenly; I han't made my Will yer. 
Perhaps I may leave you a Legacy. 

Love. Pardon me, Heavens, if preſs by ſtinging 
TOON my Paſſion urge my Arm to act what's foul. 

(Offers to pulb at him. 

Roeb. Hold. (Taking up his Sword.) *Tis ſafeſt ma- 
king Peace, they ſay, with Sword in Hand. —— VII 
tell thee what, Ned, I would not loſe this Night's 
Pleaſure for the Honour of fighting and vanquithing 
the Seven Champions of Chriſſendom, Permit me then 
but this Night to return to the Arms of my dear Bride, 
and Faith and Troth I'll take a fair Thruſt with you 
to morrow Morning. 

Love. What! beg a poor Reprieve for Life 
Then thou art a Coward. | 
= AFeeb. You imagined the contrary, * you em- 

proyen me to fight for you in Moorfieldt. 
| Love. Will nothing move thy Gut 1 rt 
5 1 ungrateful. 
= Fob. Ungrateful ! 7 love thee, Ned; by Heavens, 
= my Friend, I love thee ; Therefore name not that 
= Word again, for ſuch a Repetition would over pay 
all thy Favours. 

Love. A cheap, a very cheap way of making Ac« 
knowledgment, and therefore thou haſt catched it, 
which makes thee more ungrateful. 

Roeb. My Friendſhip even yet does balance Paſſion ; 
but throw in the leaſt Grain more of an Affront, and 


= by Heaven you turn the Scale. 


Love. (Paufing\ No, l've thought better ; ; my 
Reaſon clears: She's not worth my Sword ; a Bully 
only ſhou'd draw in her Defence, for ſhe's falſe, a 
Proſtitute. (Puts up his Sword: 

Roeb. A Proftitute ! by Heavens thou ly'ft. (Draws. 
—— Thou haſt blaſphemed. Her Virtue anſwers the 
uncorrupted State of Woman; ſo much above Mo- 


I 4 deſty, | 
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deſty, that it mocks Temptation. She has convinc'd 


me of the bright Honour of our Sex, and I ſtand Cham. 
. pion now for the fair Female Cauſe. 


Love. Then I have loſt what nought on Earth can 
pay. Curſe on all Doubts, all Jealouſies, that de- 
ftroy our preſent Happineſs, by miſtruſting the fu- 
ture. Thus Misbelievers making their Heaven un- 
certain, find a certain Hell -— And is ſhe virtuous ? 
ſound the bold Charge aloud, which does proclaim 
me guilty. 

Roeb. By Heavens, as virtuous as thy Siſter. 

Love. My Siſter! — Ha! —- I fear, Sir, your 


Marriage with Lucinda has wrong d my Siſter; 3 for 


her you courted, and I heard ſhe lov'd you. 

Reeb. 1 courted her, tis true, and lov'd her alſo: 
nay, my Love to her rival'd my Friendſhip tow'rds 

— and had my Fate allow'd me time for 
T hovght, her dear Remembrance might have ftop'd 
the Marriage. But ſince 'tis paſt, I muſt own to you, 
to her, and all the World, that I caſt of all former 
Paſſion, and ſhall henceforth confine my Love to the 
dear Circle of her charming Arms from whom I Juſ 
now parted, 


Fater Leanthe in wigs s 105 Apparel. 
Tear. I take you at your Word. Theſe are che 
Arms that held you. 
Rocb. Oh Gods and Happineſs ! Leanibel 
Love. My Siſter | Heavens! It cannot be. 
Koeb. By Heavens it can, it ſhall, it mult be fo. — 


For none on Earth cou'd give ſuch Joys but ſhe. — 


Who would have thought my Joys cou'd bear In- 
creaſe ? Lovewell, my Friend! This is thy Siſter! 
Tis Leanthe)! My Miſtreſs, my Bride, my Wife. 
Lean. I am your Siſter, Sir, as ſuch I beg you to 
pardon the Effect of violent Paſſion, which has dri- 
ven me into ſome imprudent Actions: But none ſuch 


as may blot the Honour of my Virtue, or Family. 


To hold you no longer in ſuſpence, twas I brought 
the Letter from Leanthe ; * twas I manag'd the In- 


trigne 


the 


ASE 


= buck, throws o 
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trigue with Lucinda; I ſent the Note to Mr A. 
this Afternoon ; and I 


Roeb. That was the Bride of happy me. 

Love. Thou art my Siſter and Guardian- Angel ; 
for thou haſt bleſs'd thy ſelf, and bleſs'd thy Brother. 
Lucinda ſtill is fafe, and may be mine. 


Roeb. May ! She ſhall be thine, my Friend. . 
Love. Where is Lucinda? _. 


Enter Mockmode. 

Mk. Not far off; tho' far enough from you, ty 
the Univerſe. 
Lean. You muſt give me leave not to believe ya, 
Sir. 

Mock. Oh, Madam! I crave you ten thouſand 
Pardons, by the Univerſe, Madam, Zauns, Madam, 
Dem me, Madam. [Offers to ſalute her aukwardly. 

Lrve. By your leave, Sir. — (Thrufts him back. 

Reb. Ah, Couſin Moc4mode ! ER do all 
our Friends in Shropfhire ? 

Mock. Now, Gentlemen, I ak you all for your 
Trick, your Sham. You imagine I have got your 
Whore, Couſin, your Crack. But Gentleman, by. 
the Aſſiſtance of a Poet, your Sheely is metamorphos'd 
into the real Lucinda; which your Eyes ſhall teſtifie, 
Bring in the Jury there. — Guilty or not Guilty? 


Enter Lyrick and Trudge. 


Trud. Oh my a” Roebuck | (Trudge ſeeing Roe- 


F her Maſque, flies to him, takes him 
about the Neck and kiſſes him.) And Faith is it you, 


dear Joy? And where have ou been theſe ſeven 


long Years ? 


o Zauns 
Roeb. Hold of, ſtale Iniquity. —— Madam, you 1 
pardon this? (Je Leanthe. 


irud. Indeed I won't live with that Stranger. You 
promis'd to marry me, ſo you did. —— Ah Sir, Ned- 
dy's a brave Boy, God bleſs him; he's a whole 
Armful ; Lord knows, I had a heavy Load of him. 


14 Lows. 


s > 
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Love. Guilty or not Guilty, Mr. Mockmode ? 

Meck. Tis paſt that; I am condemned; I'm hang'd 
in the Marriage Nooſe. — Hark ye, Madam, was this 
the Doctor that let you Blood under the Tongue ſor 
the Quinſey. 

Trad. Yes, that it was, Sir. | 
Mock. Then he may do ſo again; for the Devil 
take me if ever I breath a Vein for ye. Mr. Ly- 
7c, is this your Poetical Friendſhip ? 

Lyr. I had only a mind to Convince you of your 

Squireſhip. 
Love. Now, Siſter, my Fears are over. But 
where's Lucinda? How is ſhe diſpos'd of ? 

Lean. The Fear ſhe lay under of being diſcover'd 
by you, gave me an Opportunity of impoſing Pin- 
dreſs upon her inſtead of this Gentlewoman, whom ſhe 
expected to wear one of Pindre/5's Night-Gowns as a 
Diſguiſe. To make the Cheat more current, ſhe diſ- 
guis'd her ſelf in my Cloaths, which has made her 
paſs on her Maid for me; and I by that Opportuni- 
ty putting on a Suit of her's, paſt 1 upon this Gentle- 
man for Lucinda: My next Buſineſs is to find her out, 
and beg her Pardon, endeavour her Reconcilement 
to you, which the Diſcovery of the Miſtakes between 
both will eaſily effect. 
| Roeb. Well, Sir. (To Lyrick,) how was your Plot 
carried on? 

Lyr. Why this "Squire (will you give me leave to 
call you fo. now ?) this Squire had a mind to perſo- 
nate Lovewell, to catch Lucinda. — So I made 
Truage to perſonate Lucinda, and ſnap him in this very 
Garden. — Now, Sir, you'll give me leave to write 
our E lauf! po 

Mock. My Epithalamium! my Epitaph, Screech- 
Owl, for I'm hed alive. But I hope you'll return my 
hundred pound I gave you fer marrying me. 

, Tyr. No; but for five hundred more I'll unmarry 
you, Theſe are hard Times, and Men of Induſtry 
mult make Money. 


Mack, 


Tove and a Bottle. 93 
Meck. Here's the Money, by the Univerſe, Sir; a 
Bill of five hundred Pound Sterling upon Mr. Ditto 
the Mercer in Cheap/ide. Bring me a Reprieve, and tis 
ours. 
; Lyr. Lay it in that Gentleman's Hands. 
' Gives Roebuck. the Bill. 
The Executioner ſhall cut the Rope. 
[Goes to the Door, and brings in Bulfinch areſi d 
like a' Parſon. 
Here's Revelation for you! Pull open the Gow... 
Mock. Oh thou- damn'd Whore of Babylon! 
Lowe. What, Pope 2 the Second! Were you 
the Prieft ? 
Bull. Of the Poet's Ordination. 
Hir. Ay, ay, before: the time of Chriſtianity the· 
Poets were Prieſts. 
Mack. No wonder then: that all the World were 
Heathens. 
Lyr. How d'ye like the Plot? Wou'd it not do well 
for a Play ? — My Money, Sir 


[70 Roebuck.. 

Reb. No, Sir; it belongs to this Gentlewoman. — 
[Gives it to Trudge. ] you have divore d her, and muſt 
give her ſeparate Maintenance. There's another 
turn of Plot Jeu were not aware of, Mr. Lyrick. 


Enter Lucinda, Leanthe, ad Pindreſs. 

Luc, You have told me Wonders. 

Lean. Here are theſe can teſtifie the Truth. This 
Gentleman is the real Mr. Mockmode, and much fuch 
another Perſon as your Dream repreſented. 

Roeb. I hope, Madam, you'il. parden my diſſem- 
bling, ſince only the Hopes of ſo great a Purchaſe: 
coud cauſe it. 

Luc. Let my wiſhing you much Joy and Happineſs 
in your Bride, teſtify my Reconciliation ; and at the- 
Requeſt of your Siſter, Mr. Lovewcell, J pardon your 
paſt Jealouſies. You threatned me, Mr. Loveswell, 
with an 7r;4 Entertainment at my Wedding. I wiſh. 


it preſent now, to aſſiſt at your Siſter's Nuptials. 


*3 Lean. 


— — — 2 


But virtuous Ninan thus reflores it all. 
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Lean. At my laſt going hence, I ſent for em, and 


f they're ready. 


Love. Call *em in then. 
An Iriſh Entertainment of three Men and three 
Nomen, dreſi'd after the Fingallian Faſhion. 
Luc. I muſt reward your Siſter, Mr. Lovewell, for 


the many Services done me as my Page. I therefore 
ſettle my Fortune and my ſelf on you, on this Con- 
dition, That you make over your Eftate in Trelaud 


to your Siſter, and that Gentleman. 
Lowe. Tis done, only with this Proviſo, Brother, 


That you forſake your Extravagances. 


Roeb. Brother, you know I always lighted Gold, 
But moſt when offer'd as a ſordid Bribe. 
J ſcorn to be brib'd even to Virtue, 


But for bright Virtue's ſake, I here embrace it. 


[Embracing Leanthe, 


I have efrour'd all Goodnefs with Leanthe, 


And am divorc'd from all my former Follies. 
Woman's our Fate. Wild and unlawful Flames 


Debauch us firfl, and ſofter Love reclaims. 
Thys Paradiſe was boft by Woman's Fall, 


[Exeunt omnes. 
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Written and ſpoke by Jo. Haynes in 
| Mourning. 


He and his Play both be damn'd for me : 
No, Royal Theatre, I come to Mourn for thee. 
And muſt thoſe Structures then untimely fall, | 
Whilft th other Houſe ſtands, and gets the Devil and all? 
Maſt ftill kind Fortune through all Weathers fleer 'em ? 
And Beauties bloom there ſpight of Edax Rerum. 
Vivitur Ingenio, that damm d Motto there, 
| {Looking up at it. 
Seduc'd me firſt to be a wicked Player. 
Hard Times indeed; Ob Tempora! Oh Mores ! 
I knw that Stage muſt down, where not one Whore it. 


Come not here, your Poet's Fate to ſee, 8 | 


But can you have the Hearts, tho Pray now peak, ) 
After all our Services, to let us break ? 
You cannot dot, unleſs the Devil's in ye, 
What Arts, what Merit, ha'n't we us'd to uin ye? 
Firſt, to divert ye with ſome new French Strowlers ; 
Ne brought ye Bana Sere's, Barba Colars. | 

| Mocking the late Singers. 


hen their Male Threats na larger drew your Money; 
We: got you an Eunuch's Pipe, Seignior Rampony. 
That Beardleſs Song ter wwe cou'd ne er make much on; 
The Females found a damn'd Blotch in his Scutcheon. 
An Italian now c e got of mighty Fame, 
Don Sigiſmondo Fideli.— There's Mufick in his Name : 


— ItOSC—#s — 
— —— . 
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Hes Hoice is like the Mufick of the Spheres, 


It. aui d be Heavenly for the Price it bears. I 20 l. a time, 
He's a handſome Fellxw too, looks briſe and trim: 

If he don't take ye, then the Del take him. © : 
Beſides, left our white Faces aways mayn't delight ye, 
Neve Pickt up Gipſies now to pleaſe or fright ye, 


 LCaftly, to make our Houſe more Coutth ſhine, 
As Travel does the Men of Mode refine, | 


Co eur Stage-Hero's did their Tour den. 


To mend their Manners, and coarſe Engliſh Feeding, 
They vent to Ireland, to improve their Breeding ; 


Let, for all this, we ſtill are at a hſi, 


© Collier ! Collier P thou'ft frighted away Miſs C - s: 
She, to return our Foreigners Complaiſance, 
At Cupid's call, has made a Trip to France. 


Loves Fire Arms here, are ſince not worth à Sous: 


#e've loft the only Touch-hole of our Houle. 


Lofing that F ewel, gave us a fatal Blow : 
Well, if thin Audience muſt Jo. Haynes undo, 
Well, if tis decreed, nor can thy Fate, O Stage 
Refift the Vows of this obdurate Age, — on 
DU] then' grow wiſer, leave off playing the Fool, 
And hire this Play-houſe for a Boarding School. 
D'ye think the Maids won't be in a feet Condition, 
When they are under Jo. Haynes's grave Tuition ? 
They'll bawve no accaſion then, Pm ſure, to Play, 


They'll have ſuch Comings-in another way. 


